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LONDON: 


Priated for S. LAN GTOAO, R. Suirn, T. STokes, M. ; 


CoLLitx, and H. Coorza. 1770, 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


At DRUuRY-LANE, 1765. 


Sir Geor;e Airy, a Gentleman of Four Mr. Pu! 
Thouſand a Year, in ! ove with Miranda, 5 OTE 

Sir Fra'cis Gripe, Guardian to Miranda J 
and Maple, Father to Charies, in Lore Hate Yates. 
with /:rarda, 

Carus Friend to Sir George, in Love with 2 bis. Parkes. 
Palinza, 

vir fenloas Treffch, a Merchant that had 
hved ſome {ime in Span, Father „gu. Live. 
ſſalinda, 

Nagl, a Sort of phy Fellow, cowardly, 5 

but very inquiſit. ve to know every Bucy's & Mr. King, 
Buhnen. ; 

* er. Servant to Ce. le, Mr. Voug! an, 
un. 

Mir ande, an leite, worth Thirty Thou ) a 
tand Pounds, really in love with Sir“ 
George. bot preter ds to be fo with ber ( 
Guardian Sir Fra: cis, ) 

Jabisas. Daughter to ir Jealous, in Love 
with Car, but Cefgncd tor a ue gun Pirm, 
Merchani oy i-er Fatacr, 

Patch, her N oman, Mrs. C=. 

Seca, Woman to M. ada, Mrs. Brau 


Mrs. Palmer, 


At CovENT- GARDEN. 


Sir Georce Airy, Mr. Smith, 
Sir Francis Gs ite, Mr. Shuter. 
Charles. Mr. Cla- te. | 
Sir Feaiuns Treff.ch, Mr Dunftail. 
Marplet, FT | Mir. Woodward. 
I bier, i | Mr. Coftollo. 
Miranga, Miſs 1J:l/ord 
Jabi- aa, Mrs. Mat'ecks. 
5 Patch, | Mrs Pitt. 
' Scenrwell, Mrs. Fer, un, 
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PR OL O GU E, 
By the Author of Tunbriage-Malls. 


H O' modern Prophets avere expos'd of late, 
The Author could not propheſy her Fate: 
TI} wwith ſuch Scenes an Audience had been fir d, 
The Poet muſt have really been inſpir d. 
But theſe, alas ! are melancholy Days, 
For modern Prephets, and for modern Plavs. 
Yet finc: prophetic Lies pleaſe Fools o Faſhion, 
And M onen a · e jo ford of Agitation ; 
To Men of Senſe Til protheſy a-new, 
4 tell you wondrous Things that will prove true: 
Undaunted Colon:ls will to Camps , 
Aſſur d there'll be no Skirmiſhes this Year ; 
On our own Terms will flow the wiſh'd-for Peace, 
All Wars, except 'twixt Man and Wife, will ceaſe. 
The Grand March may wiſh his Son @ Throne, 
But har il; «cill advance to loſe bis onon. 
This "I 1 U Things bear a ſmiling Face; 

But Pla;'rs in Summer have a di i/mal Caſe, 
Since \ our Arpearance only is our AA of Grace. 
Court Ladies will to Country Seats be gone, 
Me Lord can't all the Tear live Great in Town ; 
Where wanting Operas, Baſſet, and a Play, 
The, fi;h and flitch a Gown, to paſs the Time away. 
Gay Cty Hives at Tunbridge will appear, 
W!:j: Hu.bands long have labour'd far an Heir ; 
VIV cre many a Cow tier may their Wants relieve, 
But by the Waters only they conceive. 
7 te Fleet Rreet Semefireſi—! oaſt of Temple Spark, 
That runs ſpruce Neckcloths for Attorneys Clerks, 
A! Cupid s Gardens cuil their Hours regale, 
Sig fair Dorinda, and arink bottled Ate. 
fit all A: mblies Rakes are up and town, 
ind Gameſiers, ewhire they think they are not known. 

Should 1 denource cur Author's Fate To any, 
Ta cry av wn Proghefies, you'd damn the Play : 
2 et Whina lite theſe have jometinces mate you lang, 
"fir Tattling all, ke I ſaac Bickerfiaif 

Since War and Places claim the Bards that write, 
Re kind, and bear a Woman's Treat To night ;. 
Let your [ndulyence all her Fears allay, 
Aud nane but Kamen Haters damn this Play. 


YOOCQOUDOCOQOQUOCODCOCUR 


EPILOGUE RF! 


N me you jee one Buſy Body more ; 
The you may have enough of one before. 

With Epilogues, the Buſy Body's Way, 
We: firive to help, but ſometimes mar a Play. 
At this mad Seſſions, half condemn'd &er try d, 
Some, in three Days, have been turn'd iff, and dy d. 
I. ſpite of Parties their Attempts are wain, 
For, like falſe Prophets, they ne er riſe again. 
T oo late, when caſl, your Favonr one beſerches, 
And Epilogues prove Execution Speeches. 
Yet ſure I ſpy no Buſy Bodies here, 
And one may Paſs, fince they do ev'ry where. 
Sour Criticks Time, and Broath, and Cenſures waſte, 
And balk your Pleaſures to refize your Taſte. 
Ore buſy Don ill-tim'd high Tenets preaches, 
Ancther yearly ſhows himſelf in Spec bes 
Some ſui v ling Citi would bave a Peace for Sight, 
To flarve thoje Warriors who {5 bravely fight ; 
Still of a Foe upon his Knees afraid. 
Whoſe well bang'd Troops want Morey, Heort and Bread. 
OL Beaux, who none, not e en them/el ves c au pleaſe, 
Are buſy flill, for nathing——but to teaze, 
The Toung, ſo buſy to engage a Heart, 
The Miſch:ef done, are buſy meſt to part. 
Ungrateful Wretches, «bo ftill crojs one's Will, 
When they more kinaly might be buſy ftill. 
Ore to a Husband, who ne er dreamt of Horns, 
Shows how dea» Spouſe with Friend bis Brow: adorns. 
7 officious Tell tale Fool {hr ſhou'd retent it) 
Parts three hind Souls that lid d at Peace contented. 
Some with Law Duirks ſet Houſes by the Ears, 
With Phyfice ene what he would beal impairs ; 
Like that dark mob d up Fry, that neiglß ring Curſe, 
Who to remove Love s Pains beſiew @ worſe, 
Since this med{ling Tribe inſeſli the Age, 
Bear one a while exfos'd upon the Stage: 
Let none but Buſy Bodies wont their Sfight, 

Aud, with Gocd- bamour, Pleaſure crown the Night. 
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ACT LL SCENE tt Fat. 
Sir George Airy meeting Charles. 


Cha. H NN HA Sir George Airy / A birding thus ear- 
Xx * ly! what fortieden Game — 2 you ſo 

* H ſoon ? for no lawful Occaſion could in- 
An vite a Ferſon of your Figure abroad at 
ſuch unfaſhionable Hours. 

Sir Geo. There are ſome Men, Charles, whom Fortune 
has left free from Inquietudes, who are diligently ſtudious 
to find out Ways and Means to make themſelves uneaſy. 

Cha. Is it poſſible that any thing in Nature can ruffle 
the Temper of a Man, whom the four Seaſons of the 
Year compliment with as many thouſand Pounds, nay, 
and a Father at Reſt with his Anceſtors ? 

Sir C.. Why there it is now! A Man that wants Money 
thinks none can be unhappy that has it; but my Affairs are 
in ſuch a whirſical Poſlure, that it will require a Calcu- 
lation of my Nativity to find if my Gold will relieve me, 
or not. 

Cha. Ha, ha, ha, never conſult the Stars about that: 
Gold has Power beyond them ; Gold unlocks the Mid- 
night Councils; Gold outdoes the M ind, b.:alms the 
Ship, or fills her Sails; Gold is omnipoteyt below, it 
makes whole Armies fight, or fly ; it buys even Souls, and 
bribes Wretches to betray their Country : Then what 
can thy Buſineſs be, that Gold won't fervz thee in? 

Sir Geo, Why, I'm in Love. 

Cha. In Love !—Ha, ba, ha, ha; in Love, Ha, ha, 
ha, ha With what, prithee? a Cui ? 

Sir Geo. No, With a Woman. 

Ca A Woman. Gcod, Ha, ha, ka, and Gold not 
help thee ! 

Sir Geo. But ſuppoſe I'm in Love with twe— 

Ca Ay, if thou art in Love with two hundred, Gold 
will fetch em, I warrant thee, Boy. But who are they? 
who are they ? come. | 

Sir Geo. One is a Lady whoſe Face I never ſaw, but 
witty as an Angel; the other beautiful as 1 — 


8 The Bos x Bop x. 


Cha. Ard a Fool— - 

Sir Geo. For aught | know, for I never ſpoke to her; 
but you can inform me; I am charm'd by the Wit of 
the one, and die for the Beauty of the other? 

Cha. And pray, which are you in Queſt of now ? 

Sir Ges | prefer the ſenſual Pleaſure; I'm for her I've 
ſeen, who is thy Father's Ward, Miranda- 

Cha. Nay, then | pizry you: for the Jew my Father 
will no more part with her and thirty thouſand Pounds, 
than he would with a Guinea to keep me from ſlarving. 

. Sir Geo, Now you ſee Gold can't do ev'ry thing, 
Charles. 

Cha. Yes, for tis her Gold that bars my Father's Gate 
againſt you. 

Sir Geo, Why, if he is this avaricious Wretch, how 
cam'ſt thou by ſuch a liberal Education 

Cha. Not a Souſe out of his Pocket, I aſſure you : I had 
an Uncle who defrayed that Charge; but for ſome little 
Wildneſſes of Youth, tho' he made me his Heir. left Dad 
my Guardian till | came to Years of Diſcretion, which I 
preſume the old Gentleman will never think | am; and 
now he has got the Eſlate into his Clutches, it does me 
no more good than if it lay in Prefer Fobn's Dominious. 

Sir Geo. What, can'it thou find noStratagem to redeem it? 
F Cha. I have made many Eſſays to no purpoſe: tho 
Want, the Miſtreſs of Invention, till tempts me on, yet 

iilthe old Fox is too cuoning for me—] am upon my 
laſt Project. which if it fails, then for my laſt Refuge, a 
brown Muſquet | 

Sir Geo What is't ? Can I aſſiſt thee ? 

Cha. Not yet; when you can, I have Confidence 
enough in you to alk it. 

Sir Geo. I am always ready But what does he intend 
to do with Miranda? Is ſhe to be fold in private? Or 
will he put her up by way of Auction, at who bids 
moſt ? If ſo, Egad, I'm for him; my Gold, as you ſay, 
ſnall be ſubſervient to my Pleaſure. 

Cha. To deal ingenuouſly with you, Sir George, I know 
very little of her, or Home; for ſince my Uncle's Death, 
and my Return from Travel, I have never been well with 
my Father; he thinks my Fxpences too great, and I bis 
Allowance too little ; he never ſees me but he quarrels; 
and to avoid that, I ſhun his Hovſe as much as pomble. 
The Report is, he intends to marry her himſelf, 
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Sir Geo. Can ſhe conſent to it ? 
Cha Yes, faith, ſo they ſay : but I tell you, I am wholly 
ignorant of the Matter. Miranda and | are like two vio- 
lent Members of a contrary Party ; I can ſcarce allow her 
Beauty, tho' all the World does; nor ſhe me Civility, 
for that contempt I fancy ſhe plays the Mother · in · Law 
already, and ſcts the old Gentleman ou to do Rliſchief. 

Sir Geo. Thea ['ve your free Coafcut to get her. 

Cha. Ay. and my helping Hand, if Occafioa be. 

Sir Gee. Poh yonder's a Fool coming this Way, let's 
avoid him. 

Cha. What, Marplat? no, no, he's my Inſtrument; 
there's a thouſand Convenier.cies in him; hell lend me 
his Money when he has any, run of my Errands, and 
be provd on't; in ſhort. he'll pimp for me lye tor me, 
drink for me, do any taing but fight for me, and that 
] truſt to my own Arm for. 

Sir Geo. Nay, then he's to be cudur d; I never knew 
his Qualifications beſore 

-» Enter Marplot with A Patch croſs bis Face. 

Aarsl. Dear les, Ha! Sir George Airy. the 
Man in the World, I have an Ambition to be known to. 
[Au.] Give me thy Hand, dear Boy— 

Cha A good Aſſurance ! But hark ye, how came your 
beautiful Countenance clouded in the wrong Place ? 

Marg]. I muſt confeſs tis a little mral-a-proposy but ne 
matter for that; a Word with you, Gerl: Frithee, 
introduce me to Sir George—he is a Man of Wit, and | d 
give ten Guineas to— 

Cha. When you have em, you mean. 

Marel. Ay, when I have em; Pugh, pox, you cut the 
Thread of my Diſcourſe—l would give ten Guineas, I 
ſay to be raak'd in his Acquaintance : Well, tis a vaſt 
Addition to a *?Han's Fortune. according to the Rout of the 
World, to be ſeen in the Company of leading Men; for 
then we are all thought io be Politicians, or Whigs, or 
Jacks, or High Fliers, or Low Fliers, or Levellers—and 
ſo forth, for you muſt know, we all herd in Parties now. 

Cha. Then a Fool for Diverfien is out of Faſhion, I find. 

A'arpl. Yes, without it be a mimicking Fool, and they 
are Darlings every where; bur prith.e introduce me. 

Cha. Well, on Condition you ll give us a true Account 
how you come by that mourning Noſe, I will. 

Mal. I'll do it. 


Ca. 


, 5 0o0Dy. "op 
Cha. Sir George, here's a Gentleman has a paſſionate 
Deſire to kiſs your Hand. 
Sir Geo. Oh, I honour Men of the Sword; and I pre. 
ſume this Gentleman is lately come from Spain or Port-. 
gal —by his Scars. | 
Marp! No, really, Sir George, mine ſprung from civil 
Fury : Happening Night into the Groom Porter's — 
J had a ſt. oag Inclination to go ten Guineas with a fort | 
of a, ſort of a—kind of a Milk-Sop as | thought: A | 
Pox of the Dice, he flung out, and my Pockets being 
empty, as Charles knows they ſometimes are, he prov's a 
ſurly Nartb-Briton, and broke my Face for my Deficiency. 
Sir Geo. Ha, ha. ha! and did not you draw? 
Marl. Draw, Sir; why, I did but lay my Hand upon 
my Sword to make a ſwift Retreat, and he roar'd out, 
„Now the Deel a ma Sol, Sir, gin you touch yer Steel, 
Iſe whip mine through yer Wem 
Sir Geo. Ha, ha, 52 


Cha. Ha, ha, ba, ha, ſafe was the Word; ſo you walk d 
Mam Ves, for I avoid fighting, purely to be ſervice- 
able to my Friends, you know— 

Sir Geo. Your Friends are much obliged to you, Sir, I 
dope you'll rank me in that Number. 

Morgl. Sir George, a Bow from the Side Box, or to be 
ſeen in your Chariot, binds me ever yours. 
Sir Geo. Triffles; you may command em when you 


Cha. Provided he may command you— 

Me! why I live for no other Purpoſe ir 
George, I have the Honour to be careſs'd by moſt of the 
reigning Toaſts of the Town. I II tell em you are the 
fineſt Gentleman— 

Sir Geo. No, no, prithee let me alone to tell the Ladies 
—my Parts—Can you convey a Letter upon occaſion, or 
deliver a Meſlage with an Air of Buſineſs, Ha! 

Maryl. With the-Aſſurance of a Page, and the Gravity 
of a Stateſman. 

Sir Geo, You know Miranda. 

Marpl. What, my Siſter Ware ? Why, her Guardian, 
is mine, we are Fellow Suffere's; Ah! he is a covetous, 
cheating, ſanctified Curmudgeon ; that Sir Francis Gripe 
is a dam'd old | 
Cha. 1 ſuppoſe, Friend, you forget that he is myF w_ 

rel. 
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I aſk your Pardon, Charles ; but it is for your 
Sake 1 hate him. Well, I fay the World is miſtaken in 
him ; his Outfide Piety makes him every Man's Execu- 
tor; and his Infide Cunning makes him every Heir's 
Jailor. Egad, Charles, I'm half perſuaded that thou'rr 
ſome Ward tco, and never of his getting : For thou art 
as boneft a Debauchee as ever cuckoided Men of Quality. 
Sir Geo. A pleaſant Fellow. | | 
Cha. The Dog is diverting ſometimes, or there would 


be no enduring his Impertinence: He is preſſing to be 


employ'd, and willing to execute, but ſome ill Fate ge 
nerally attends all he undertakes, and he oftner ſpoils an 
latrigue than helps it— 

Marel. If | miſcarry, tis none of my Fault; I follow 
my luſtructions. | 
Cha Yes, witneſs the Merchant's Wife. 

Marpl. Piſh, Pox, that was an Accident. 

Sir Geo. What was it, prithee ? 

Cha. Why you muſt know, | had. lent a certain Mer. 
chant my hunting Horſes, and was to have met his Wife 
in his Abſence: Sending him along with my Groom to 
make the Compliment, and to deliver a Letter to the 
Lady at the ſame ime : what does he do, but gives the 
Huſband the Letter, and offers her the Horſes. 

Mar;l. | remember you was even with me, for you de- 


ny'd the Let e be yours, and ſwore I had a Deſign 


upon ber, wich my Bones paid for. | 
Ca. Cor », Sr Core, let's walk round, if you are net 
enga- , to) we {nt nyMan upon alittlecarnefiBuſineſs, 
„ 


ann: —brinę methe ani er into the Park. 
A. 14 not know it! Fad I watch him. 
* pour pardon, CBarle,, I am to meet 
yu: athe 
„ „ M., ove 
Gea, about the oddeſt Bargain perhaps you 
© wear {| +." I'll not impart till I know the Succeſs. 
erl. “ bis Bufireis be with Sir Francis Now 
v Ilg: e Worid to know it; why the Devil 
ſor! note every Man's Concern ! [ Aide. 


Ca Pro to't whate'er it be, I have private Af- 
f2irs too; o - Bottle we'll compare Notes. 

Marg Cba- knows | love a Glaſs as well as any 
Mar; il mal one; ſhall it be To-night{ And | long 
to know their Scc:ets, [ 4/fde. 


Enter Whiſper. | | 
Whiſþ Sir, Sir, Mrs. Patch ſays I/abinda's Spaniſh Fa. 
ther has 2 ſpoil d the Plot, and ſhe can't meet you 
in the Park, but he infallibly will go out this A ſternoon, 
ſhe ſays ; but I muſt Rep again to know the Hour, 
Marpl. What did Whi/per ſay now? 1 ſhall go flark 
mad, if l'm not let inte this Secret. [ Lfide, 
Cha. Curſt Misfortune ; come alorg with me, my 
Heart feels Pleaſure at her Name. Sir George, yours; 
we ll meet at the old Place the uſual Hour. 
Sr Geo. Agreed ; | think | ſee Sir Francis yonder. [Exit, 
Cha Marylet, you mult excuſe me. Iam engag d [ Exit, 
Mart Engag'd! Egad I'll engage my Life III know 
what your Fngagement is. Exit. 
Miran | Coming out of @ Chair] Let the Chair wait; 
My Servant, that dodg'd Sir Geor-e ſaid he was in the Park. 
Enter Patch. 


Ha! Miſs Patch alone! did not you tell me you had 


contriv d a Way to bring [/abinde to the Park? 

Patch. Oh, Madam, your Ladyſhip can't imagine what 
a wretched Diſappointment we have met with: Juſt as [ 
had tetch'd a Suit of my Clothes for Diſguiſe, comes my 
old Maſter into his Cloſet, which is right againſt her 
Chamber-door ; this firack us into a terrible Fright— \t 
length | put on a grave Face, and aſk d him if he was at 
Leiſure for his Chocolate, in hopes to draw him out of 
his Hole; but be ſnap'd my Noſe off: no, I ſhall be 
buſy here theſe two Hours. At which, my poor Miſtreis, 
ſeeing no Way of Eſcape, ordered me to wait on your 
Ladyihip with the ſad Relation. 

Mian Unhappy /abinda / Was ever any thing ſo 
unaccountable as the Humour of Sir Jealous Track? 

Patch. Oh, Madam, it s his living fo long in Span; he 
vows he'll ſpend half his Eſtate, but he'll be a Parliament- 
Man, on purpoſe to bring in a Eill for Women to wear 
Veils, and the other odious Spar Cuſtoms —He ſwears 
it is the Height of Impudence to have a Woman ſeen 
Lare-fac'd even at Chuch, and ſcarce believes there's a 
uue begotten Child in the City. 

Miran Ha, ha, ha, how the old Fool torments him- 
ſelf! Suppoſe he could introduce his rigid Rules — Does 
he think we could not match them in Contrivance ? No, 
no, let the Tyrant Man make what Laws he will, if 
there's a Woman under the Government, I warrant ws 
fin 
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” finds a Way to break em: Is his Mind ſet upon the 
8 -$,ariard for his Son in-law fill ? 

a Patch. Ay, and he expects him by the next Fleet, 
which drives his Daughter to Melancholy and Deſpair : 
But, Madam, I find you retain the ſame gay, cheerful 


k Spirit you had, when [ waited on your Ladyſhip—— My 
* Lady is mighty good humour d. wo: and ] have found 
y a Way to make Sir Jealous believe I am wholly in his 
5 Interet when my real Deſign is to ſerve her; he makes 
me her Jailor, ard I ſet her at Liberty. 
1. Miran. | knew thy prolific Brain wou'd be of ſingular 
. Service to her, or I bad not parted with thee to her Father. 
w Patch. But Madam, the Report is, that you are go- 
t. ing to marry your Guardian | | 
2 Miran. lt is neceſſary ſuch a Report ſhould be, Patch. 
t. Patch. But is it true, Madam? 
ö Miran. That's not abſolutely neceſſary. | 
d Patch | thought it was not only the old Strain, coaxing 
bim till for your own, and railing at all the young Fel- 
it lows about Town : la my Mind, now, you are as ill 
I plagu'd with your Guardian, Madam, as my Lady is 
V with her Father. 
rr M:ran. No, | have Liberty, Wench, that ſhe wants ; 
t what would ſhe give now to be in this Defbabellie, in the 
it JiY pen Air; nay, more, in Purſuit of the young Fel- 
5 low the likes ; for that's my Caſe, I aſſure you. 
© Patch. As for that, Madam, fhe's even with you; for 
5. tho' the can't come abroad, we have a Way to bring him 
Ir home, in Spight of old Argas. 
Miran. Now, Patch, your Opinion of my Choice, for 
a here he comes—Ha! my Guardian with him : What can 
de the Meaning of this? I'm ſere Sir Francis can't know 
le me in this Dreſs -— Let's obſerve em. [They <uitharaw. 
* Enter Sir Francis Gripe and Sir George Airy. 
r Sir Fran Verily, Sir George, thou wilt repent throw- 
1 ing away thy Money fo; for [ tell thee ſincerely, Mi- 
a randa, my Charge, does not love a young Fellow ; they 
2 are all vicious, and ſeldom make good Huſbands , in 


ſober Sadneœis ſhe cannot abide em 

Miran. | Peeping.) In ſober Sadneſs you are miſtaken 
— What can this mean? 

Sir Geo. Look ye, Sir Francis, whether ſhe can or 
cannot abide young Fellows, is not the Buſinels; will 
you take the fifty Guineas . ; | 

Sir 


Sir Frav. In Truth—T will not, for I knew thy Fa. © 
ther, he was a hearty wary Man and I cannot conſent that 
his Son ſhould ſquander away, what he ſav'd. to no Purpoſe, 

Mi-an | Peeping. } Now in the Name of Wonder, what | 
Bargain can he be driving about me for fifty Guineas ? | 

Parch | wiſh it ben't for the firtt Nights Lodging, 
Madam. 

Sir Gen. Well, Sir Francis, ſince you are fo conſcientious 
for my Father's Sake. then permit me the Favour grace. 

Miran. [ Peeping. The Favour ! O' my Life, I believe 
"tis as you ſaid, Patch. 

Sir Fren. No, verily, if thou doſt not by thy Expe. 
rience, thou wilt never be wiſe ; therefore give me a Hun. e 
dred, and try Fortune. 

Sir Geo The Scruples aroſe, I find, from the ſcanty Sum 

Let me ſee—a handred Guinea: Tales em out of 4 
Purſe. and chinks em] Ha! they have a very pretty Sound, 
and a very pleaſing Look—But then, Miranda But it the 
ſhould be cru: — 

Miran. [ Peezing ] As Ten to One I ſhall ——- 

Sir F-an Ay, do conſider on't, He, he, he, he! 

Sir Geo. No, Il do't. 

Patch. Do't! what, whether you will or no, Madam? 

Sir Geo. Come, to the Point; here's the Gold, ſum up 
the Conditions —— 

Sir Fran. [ Pulling out a Paper.}] 

Miran | Peeping ] Ay. for Heaven's Sake do, for my 

Expectation is on the Rack. 

ir Fran. Well, at your own Peril be it. 

Sir Geo. Ay, ay, go on. | 

Sir Fran Imprimis, you are to be admitted into my 
Houſe, in order to move your Suit to Miranda, for the 
Space of ten Minetes, without Lett or Moleſtation, pro- 
vided I remiin in the ſame Room. | 

Sir Geo. But out of Ear-ſhot —— 

Sir Fran Well, well, I don't defire to hear what 
vou ſay ; Ha, ha, ha, in Conſideration | am to have that 
Purſe and a Hundred Guineas. 

Sir Geo Take it—— [Gives him the Purſe. 

Miran. ¶ Peeping ] So, tis well its no worſe; I'll fit 
you both —— | 
Sir G And this Agreement is to be perform'd To-day. 

Sir Fran Ay, ay, the ſooner the better. Poor Fool, 

| how Miranda and | ſhall laugh at bim Well, Sir | 

George, 
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George, Ha, ha, ha, take the laſt Sound of your Guinras, 
Ha, ha, ha. [ Chinks em] [ Exit. 
Miran. [ Peeping ] Sure he does not know I am M. 


Sir Geo. A very extraordinary Bargain I have made, 
truly, if ſhe ſhould be really in Love with this old Cuft, 
now Pſha, that's morally impoſbble But then 
what Hopes have | to ſucceed. I never ſpoke to he: 

Miran. [ Peeing.) Say you ſo? Then | am ſafe 

Sir Geo What tho my Tongue never ſpoke, my Eyes 
faid a thouſaud Things, and my Hopes flattered me her's 
anfwered em. If I'm lucky——if not, it is but a Hun- 
drcd Guineas thrown away. 

[Miranda aud Patch come forward, 

Miran Upon what, Sir George ? 

Sir Geo Ha ' my [acognizz—upon a Woman, Madam 

Miran | hey are the worlt Things you can deal in, and 
damage the ſooneſt; your very Breath deitroys em, and 
I fear you'll never ſee your Return, Sir George, Ha, ha 

Sir Geo. Were they more brittle than China, and drop- 
ped to Pieces with a Touch, every Atom of her I have 
ventur'd at, if ſhe is but Miſtreſs of thy Wit, ballances teu 
Times the Sum——Prithee let me ſee thy Face. 

Aran By no Means; that may ſpoil your Opinion 
of my Senſe—— 

Sir Geo. Rather confirm it, Madam. 

Patch. So rob the Lady of your Gallant:y, Sir. 

Sir Geo. No, Child, a Diſh of Chocolate in the Mon 
ing never ſpoils my Dinner; the other Lady, I delizyn 
a Set Meal: fo there's no Danger. 

Miran Matrimony ! Ha, ha, ha! What Crimes bew 
you committed againſt the God of Love, that he ſho: }.; 
revenge em fo ſeverely, to ſtamp Huſband upon your 
Forehead ?— 

Sir Geo. For my Folly, in having ſo often met yo: 
here, without purſuing the Laws of Nature, and ex. 
ciſing her Command——Put I reſolve, e er we part now. 
to know who you are, where you live, and what Kind! 
Fleſh and Blood your Face is; therefore unmaſk, and dor 
put me to the Trouble of doing it for you. 

Miran. My Face is the ſame Fleſh and Blood with v. 
Hand, Sir George, which if you'll be ſo rude to provoke— 

Sir Geo. You'll apply it to my Cheek— {he Ladies 
Favours are always welcome; but I muſt have that Cloue 
B 2 — witk 


16 The Busy Bop r. 

withdrawn. [ Taking hold of ber] Remember you are in 
the Park, Child, and what a terrible thing would it be to 
to loſe this pretty white Hand ? 

Miran. And how will it ſound in a Chocolate Houſe, that 
Sir George Airy rudely pull d off a Lady's Maſk when he had 
given her his Honour that he never would, direcily nor in 

nealy, endeavour to know her till ſhe gave him Leave? 

Patch 1 with we were ſafe out. 

Sir Geo. But if that Lady thinks fit to purſue and meet 
me at every Turn, like ſome troubled Sririt, ſhall | be 

 Dlam'd if I inquireinto the Reality? 1 would have nothing 
diſfatisficd in a Female Shape. 

Miran. What ſhall 1 do? [Par ſes. 

Sir Geo. Ay, prithee conſider, for thou ſhalt find me 
very much at thy Service. 

Patch. Suppoſe, Sir, the Lady ſhould be in Love with 

ou. 
: Sir Geo. Oh ! I'll return the Obligation in a Moment. 

Patch. And mai her ? 
< Sir Gro, Ha, ha, ha, that's not the way to love her, 

hild. 
Miran. If he diſcovers ane, I ſhall die-—— Which 
Way Wall | eſcape? Let me ice. I aas. 

Sir Geo, Well, Madam — 

AM, an | have it—Sir George, tis fit you ſhould allow 
fnething : if you Il excuſe my Face, and turn your Buck 
tif you lcok upon me, | ſhall fins, even maſk'd as I am) 
will confeſs why I have engaged you ſo often, who [| am, 
and where I live. 

Sir Geo Well, to ſhew you I'm a Man of Honour, I ac- 
e-pt the Conditions. Let me but once know thoſe, and 
the Face won't be long a Secret to me. 

Patch. What mean you, Madam ? 

Miran. To get off 

Sir Geo Tis ſomething indecent to turn one's Back * 
on a Lady; but you command, and I obey. [Turns his 
Back ] Come. Madam, begin 

Miran. F irſt then it was my enhappy Lot to ſee you 
at Paris, [ Draws back a little way. and jpenks.} at a Ball 
upon a Birth- Day ? your Shape and nir charm 'd my Eyes; 
your Wit and Complaiſance my Soul ; and from that fa- 
tal Night I lov'd you [ Drawing back. 

And when you left the Place, Grief ſeiz'd me ſo, 
No Reft my Heart, no ſleep my Ez es could know, La 
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Laſt I rejalu'd a hazardous Point to try, 
And quit the Place in ſearch of Liberty. [Exit. 

Sir Geo Excellent hope ſhe's handſome——Well, 
now, Madam, to the other two Things: Your Name, 
and where you live ? Jam a Gentleman, arid this Con. 
ſeſſion will net be loſt upon me —Nay, prithee don't weep, 
but go on {or I find my Heart meits in thy Behalf — 
ſpeak quickly, or I ſhall turn about—Not yet—Poor Laa. 
ſhe expects I ſhould comfort her; and to do her Juſtice, ſh: 
has ſaid enough to encourage me. (Turns about } Ha! gone! 
The Devil, jilted! Why, what a Tale has ſhe invented 
of Paris, Balls, and Birth-days.—Egad I'd give ten Gui- 
neas to know who the Gipſy is—A Curſe of my Folly—1 
deſerve to loſe her: What Woman can forgive a Man 
that turns his Back! - 


"_ Bold and _—_— in Love and War, * 
8 conquer, take the right and ſwi 2 
The boldefl Lower foore/? — gs a 
As Courage makes the rudeft Force obey. 
Tae no Denial, and the Dames adore ye, 
Clojhy purſue them, and they fall before you. 
The End of the Fixzsr Acr. 


SS KF 
Enter Sir Francis Gripe and Miranda. 

Sir Fras. A, ha, ha, ha, ha. 
Mira Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha; Oh, I 
fhall die with laughing—The moſt Romantic Adventure: 
Ha, ha, ha ! What does the odious young Fop mean ? 
A hundred Pieces to talk an Hour with me, Ha, ha, ha. 

dir Fran. And I am to be by too, theres the Jeſt; 
Adod, if it had been in private, I ſhould not have card 
to trult the young 

Miran. Indeed and indeed, but you might, Gardy—— 
Now methinks there's Nobody handſomer than you: 80 
neat. ſo clean, ſo good-humovr'd, and fo lovin 

Sir Fran. Pretty Rogue, pretty Rogue; and fo thou 
ſhalt ſind me if thou Toft prefer thy Gardy before theſe 
Caperers of the Age; thou ſhalt out-ſhine the Queen's 
Box on an Opera Night; thou ſhalt be the Envy of the 
Ring for | will carry thee to He Park) and thy Equipage 
thall ſurpaſs the What d'ye call 'em Ambaſſador's. 

uren. Nay, I am ſure the diſcreet Part of my — 

will 
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will envy me more for the Infide Furniture, when you are 
in it, than my outſide Equipage. 

Sir Fran. A cunoing Baggage i'faith thou art, and a 
wiſe one too; and to lis thee thou haſt not choſe amiſs, 
IU tis Moment dilinherit my Son, and ſeitle my whole 
Este upon thee. 

Miran. There's an old Rogue now: f Ade ] No, Gardy, 
I would not have your Name be fo black in the World— 
You know my Father's Will runs, that | am not to poſſeſi 
my Eſtate without your Conſent, till I am five and twenty; 
you ſhall only abate the odd ſeven Years, and make me Mi- 
fireſs of my Eftate To-day, and I'll make you Maſter of 
my Perſon To-morrow. = 

Sir Fran. Humph? that may not be ſafe—No, Chargy, 
Til ſettle it upon thee for Piz-money ; and that will be every 
Bit as well, thou know ft. 

Miran. Unconſcionable old Wretch, bribe me with my 
own Money ! Which Way ſhall I get out of his Hands!j Ai. 

Sir Fran. Well, what art thou thinking on, ay Girl, 
ha ? How to banter Sir G ? 

Miran. I muſt not pretend to banter : He knows my 
Tongue too well: [Aa.] No, Gardy, I have thought 
ofa Way will confound him more than all 1 could ſay, 
if I ſhduld talk to him ſeven Years. | 

Sir Fras. How's that? Oh! I'm tranſported, I'm ra- 
viſh'd. I'm mad | 

Miran. It would make you mad if you knew all. [ Ad.] 
F'll not anſwer hita a word, but be dumb to all he fays— 

Sir Fran. Dumb, good ; Ha, ha, ha Excellent, ha, ha. 
I think | have you now, Sir George; dumb ! he'll go di- 
frafted—Well, ſhe's the wittieſt Rogue—Ha, ha, dumb! 
I can but laugh, ha, ha, to think how damn'd mad he'll 
be, when he finds he has given his Money away fora a 
dumb Show. Ha, ha, ha. 

Miran. Nay, Gardy, if he did but know my Thought of 
bim, it would make him ten times madder : Ha, ha, ha. 

Sir Fran. Ay, ſo it would Chargy, to hold him in ſuch 
Deriſion, io ſcornto anſwer him, to be dumb! Ha, ha, ha. 

Enter Charles. 

Sir Fran. How now, Siirah ! Who let you in?. 

£44. My Neceſſities, Sir. 

Sir Fran. Sir, your Neceflities are very impertinent, 
and ought to have ſent before they entered. - 

Cha. Sir, I knew 'twas a Werd would gain Admit- 
tanc no where, wy Sir 


Sir Fran. Then, Sirrrah, how durſt you rudely thru 
that upon your Father, which Nobody elſe would admit? 

Cha Sure the Name of a Son is a ſufficient Plea. I 
alk this Lady's Pardon if | have intruded. | 

Sir. Fran. Ay, ay, aſk her Pardon and her Bleſfing toc, 
if you expect any thing from me 

— | * 2 RR, Sir Francis, in a Purſe of Goi- 
neas, would be more material, Your Son may have buſi- 
neſs with you, III retire. 

Sir Fras. I gueſs his Zuſineſe, but III difpatch him; I 
expe the Knight every Minute: You'll be in a Readineſs Þ 
- Miran. Certainly ! My Expectation is more upon the 
Wing than yours, old Gentleman. | [ Exit, 
Sir. Fran. Well, Sir! 

. Cha. Nay, it is very ill, Sir; wy Cixcumflances are, I'm 
ure. 

Sir Fran. And what's that to me, Sir? Your Manage- 
ment ſhould have made them better. 

Cha. If you pleaſe to intruſt me with the Management 
of my Eſlate, I ſhall endeavour it, Sir. 

Sir Fran. What to ſet upon a Card, and buy a Lady's Fa- 
your at the Price of a thouſand Pieces, to rig out an Equi- 
page for a Wench, or by your Cardleſinefs enrich your 
Steward, to fine for Sheriff, or put up for Parliament man ? 

Cha. I hope I ſhould not ſpend it this Way: However, 
J aſk only for what my Uncle left me; yours you may 
diſpoſe of as you pleaſe, Sir. 

Sir Fran. That I ſhall, out of your Reach, I aſſure you, 
4  -_ * young Fellows think old Men get Eſtates 

othi t them to ſquander away, in Dieing, 
Wenching, Drinking, Dreſſing, and ſo forth. 

Che. I think I was born a Gentleman, Sir | I'm ſure: 
my Uncle bred me like one. 

Sir Fran, From which you. would infer, Sir, that Gam» 
ing. Whoring. and the Pox, are Requiſites to a Gentleman, 

. Cha Montirous! when 1 would aſk him only for a 
Support, he falls into theſe unmannerly Reproaches ; [ 
muſt, tho" againſt my Will, employ Invention, and by 
— relieve myſelf. [ {fences 

Sir Fran, Sirrah, what is it you mutter, Sirrah, ha? 
[ Holds up his Cane.) | ſay you ſhan't have a Groat out 
of my Hands till 1 pleaſe——and may be I'll never pleaſe, 
and what's that to you ? | 

Cha. Nay, to be robb'd, or have one's Throat cut, is 


Sir Fran. What's that, Sirrah ? Would ye rob me, or 
cut my Throat, ye R ? 

Cha. Heaven forbid, Sir ſaid no ſuch Thiog. 

Sir Fran Mercy on me ! What a Plague it is to have a 
Son of One and I'wenty, who wants to elbow one out of 
one's Life, to edge himſelf into the Eſtate ! 

Enter Mar 

Marpl. Egad he's here—l was afraid I had loſt him: 

His Secret could not be with his Father, his Wants are 

ublic there—(3uardian,—your Servant Charles, | know 
„ that ſorrowfut Countenance of thine, the old Man's 
Filt is as cloſe as his ſtrong Box—Bot 1'll help thee— 

Sir Fran. So: Here's another extravagant Coxcomb, 
that will ſpend his Fortune before he comes to't ; but he 
ſhall pay ſwinging Intereſt, and ſo let the Fool ge on 
Well, what! does Neceſſity bring you too, Sir? 

Marpl. You have hit it, Guardian—1I want a hundred 
Pounds. | 

Sir _ For 2 . a R j 

M h, for a hu ings: I can't for 
Kife 001 . for what. r oh 

Cha. Sir, | ſuppoſe I have received all the Anſwer I am 
like to have. 

Marpl. Oh, the Devil if he gets oat before me, I ſhalt 
Joſe him again. 

Sir Fran. Ay, Sir, and you may be marching as ſoon 
as you - pony Ap mult ſee a Change in your Temper e'er 
you find one in mine. 

Marpl. Pray, Sir, diſpatch me; the Money, Sir, I'm 
in mighty haſte. 

Sir Fran. Fool, take this, and go to the Cafhier, I ſhan't 
be Tong plagu'd with thee. Gives him a Note. 

Marpl. Devil take the Caſhier, I ſhall certainly have 
Charles * before I come back again. [ Runs out. 

Cha. Well, Sir, I take my Leave—But remember, you 
expoſe an only Son to all the Miſeries of w:etched Pover- 
ty, which too often lays the Plan for Scenes of Miſchief. 

Sir Fran. Stay, Charles, I have a ſudden Thought 
come into my Head, may pro to thy Advantage. 

Cha Ha, does he relent ? 

Sir Fran. My Lady Wrinkle, worthſortythouſandPounds, 
ſets up for a handſome young Huſband ; ſhe prais'd thee 
tother Day ; tho' the Match-makers can get twenty Gui. 
ne as for a Sight of her, I can introduce thee for _— 

. 
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| Cha. My Lady Wrinkle. Sir! why ſhe has but one Eye. 

Sir Fran. Then ſhe'll ſee but. half your Extravagance, Sir. 

Cha. Condemn me to ſuch a Piece of Deformity ? 
Toochleſs, dirty, wry-neck'd, hunch-back'd Hag 

Sir Fran. Hunch back d! ſo much the better, then ſhe 
has a Reſt for her Misfortunes ; for thou wilt load her 
ſwingingly. Now I warrant you think, this is no Offer of 
a Father; forty thouſand Pounds is nothing with you 

Cha. Yes, Sir, Ithink it is too much; a young beautiful 
Woman with half the Money would be more agreeable. 
I thank you, Sir; but you choſe better for yourſelf, I find. 

Sir Fran. Out of my Doors you Dog; you pretend 
to meddle with my Marriage, Sirrah 

Cha. Sir | obey — | 

Sir Fran. But me no Buts—Be gone, Sir: Dare to aſe 
me for Money again—Retuſe Forty Thouſand Pound ! 
Out of my Doors, | fay, without Reply. [ Exit Cha. 

Emer Servant. 

Serv. One Sir George Airy enquires for you, Sir. 

 F#Futer Marplot running. 

Mar;l. Ha ' gone lis Charles gone, Guardian? 

Sir Fran. Ves; and | defire your wiſe Worſhip to walk 
after him. 

Marpl. Nay, Egad, I ſhall run tell you but that. Ah, 
Pox of the Caſhier for detaining me ſo long, where the 
Devil ſhall I find him yy, ſhall certainly loſe this 
Secret. { Exit haſtily. 

Sir Fran, What is the Fellow diſtracted ?—Defire Sir 
George to walk up—Now for a Trial of Skill that will 
make me happy, and him a Fool: Ha, ha, ha, in my 
Mind he looks like an Aſs already. 

Enter Sir . 

Sir Fran. Well Sir George, Do you hold in the ſame 
Mind, or would you capitulate ? Ha, ha, ha: Leok, here 
are the Guineas iChinks em] Ha, ha, ha. 

Sir Geo Not if they were twice the Sum, Sir Francis : 
Therefore be brief, call in the Lady and take your Poſt— 
If ſhe's a Woman, and not ſuduced by Witchcraft to this 
old Rogue, I'll make his Heart ach ; for if ſhe has bue 
one Grain of Inclination about her, I'll vary a thoufand 
Shapes but find it. (Allo. 
Enter Miranda. 

Sir Fran. Agreed— Miranda There, Sir George, try 
your Fortune. (Takes out bis Watch.) 

Sir 
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Bir Geo. So from the Eaſtern Chambers breaks the Son, 

Diſpels the Clouds and gilds the Vales below. 

| ( Salutes her. 

Sir Fran. Hold, Sir, Kifling was not in our Agreement. 

Sir Geo. Oh ! that's by way of Prologue: Prithee, old 
Mammon, to thy Poſt. 

Sir Fran. Well young Timon, tis now Four exactly; 
one Hour, remember, is your utmoſt Limit, not a Minute 
more. ( Retires to the Bottom of the Stage. 

Sir Geo. Madam, whether you'll excuſe or blame my 
Love, the Author of this raſh Proceeding depends upon 
your ſare, as alſo the Life of your Admirer ; your 
ſparkling Eyes ſpeak a Heart ſuſceptible of love; your 
V ivacity a Soul too delicate to admit the Embraces of 
decaved Mortality. 

M:ran | Afide.) Oh! that I durſt fpeak— 

Sir Geo, Shake off this Tyrant Guardian's Yoke, aſſume 
urſelf, and daſh his bold aſpiring Hopes ; the Deity of 
is Defires is Avarice, a Heretis in Love, and ought to 
be baniſh'd by the Queen of Beauty. See, Madam, a faith- 
ful Servant kneels, and begs to be admitted in the Number 
. (Miranda gives him ber band te raiſe bim. 

ir Frav. | wiſh I coa'd hear what he ſays now. (Rus 
ning up.) Hold, hold, hold, no palming, that's contrary 
to Articles -— | 

Sir Geo. 'Sdeath, Sir, keep your Diſtance, or ['ll write 
another Article in your Guts. (Lays his Hand to bis Sword. 

Sir Fran. (Going back.) A bloody-minded Fellow . 

Sir Geo. Not anſwer me! perhaps ſhe thinks my Addrefs 
too grave: I'll be more free Can you be ſo unconſciona- 
ble, Madam, to let me ſay all theſe fine Things to you with- 
out one fingle Compliment in Return ? View me well; 
am [ not a proper handſome Fellow, ha ? Can you prefer 
that old, dry, wither'd, ſapleſs Log of Sixty-five, to the 
vigorous, gay, ſprightly Love of Twenty-four? With ſnor- 
ing only he'll awake thee ; but I, with raviſhing Delight, 
would make thy Senſes dance in concert with the joyful 
Minutes—Ha ! Not yet ? Sure ſhe is dumb Thus wou d 
I Real and touch thy beauteousHand(Takes hold of her Hand) 
till by Degrees I reach d thy ſnowy Breaſts, then raviſh 
Kiſſes thus. ( Embraces ber in the Ecftacy. 

Miran. [Struggles and flings from bim.) Oh Heavens ! [ 
ſhall not be able to contain myſelf [ 4fode. 
Sir Fran. (Running up, with bis Watch in bis Hand.] Sure 

| he 


the did not ſpeak to him There's three Quarters of an 
Hour gone, Sir George—Adod, I don't like choſe cloſe 
E vil deco > Bet 
Sir Geo, More Interrupti you will have ir 
Lays bis Hand to bis Sword }] 
Sir Fran [Going back.) No, no, you ſhan't have her 
neither. | [ 4/ide. 
Sir Geo Dumb flill—Soure this old Dog has enjoin'd her 
Silence; I'll try another ay— l muſt conclude, Madam, 
that in Compliance 40 your Guardian's Humouy, you re- 
fuſe to anſwer me—Coaſider the Injuſlice of his InjunQion. 
This fingle Hour coſt me a Hundred Pound—ard would 
you anſwer me, I could purchaſe the Twenty four ſo : 
However, Madam, you mult give me Leave to make the 
beſt Interpretation | can for my Money, and take the ln- 
dication of your Silence for the Secret Liking of my Perſon: 
Therefore, Madam, | will inſtruct you how to keep your 
Werd inviolate to Sir Francis, and yet anſwer me toever 
Queftion : As for Example, when | aſk any thing to which 
you would reply in the Affirmation, gently nod you Head 
thus: and when in the Negative, thus; [Shakes bis Head. 
and in the Doubtful, a tender Sigh, thus. (Sighs. 
Miran How every Adtion Charms me ——- but I'V fie 
him for Signs, I warrant him ( Ade. 
Sir Fran Ha, ha, ha, poor Sir George, Ha, ha ha, (fe. 
Sir Geo. Was it by his Defire that you are dumb, Madam, 
to all that | can ſay ? 
Miran. (Neods.) 
Sir Geo. Very well ! ſhe's tractable, I find And is it 
I can love him! Miraculous ! (Miran. od: ) 
ardon the Bluntneſs of my, Queſtions, for my Time is 
ſhort, May I not hope to ſupplant him in your Efteem ? 
(Miran. figh:) Good, ſhe Ne + me as I could wiſh—— 
You'll not conſent to marry him then ? (Miran. „g 
How ! doubtful in that—Undone again—Houmph ! but 
that may proceed from his Power to keep her out of her 
Eſtate till | wenty five; I'll try that——Come, Madam, I 
cannot think you kefitate on this Affair out of any Motive 
but your Fortune I et him keep it thoſe few Years 
are expired ; make me happy with your Perſon, let him 
enjoy your Wealth——'Miran. boids up her Hands.) Why, 
what Sign is that now? Nay, nay, Madam, except you 
obſerve my Leſſon, | can't underſtand your Meaning— 
Sir Fan. What a Vengeance, are they ——_— 


Signs! 'ad I may be fool'd here? what 
Sir George ? 
Sir Geo. To cut your Throat, if you dare mutter an- 
other Syllable. 
Sir Fran. Od! IT wiſh he were fairly out of my Houſe. 
Sir Geo, Pray, Madam, will you anſwer me to the Pur. 
* ? (Miran Hates her Head, and points to Sir Francis.) 
"bat ! does ſhe mean ſhe won't anſwer me to the Pu 
or is ſhe afraid yon old Cuff ſhou'd underſtand her Signs ? 
Ay. it muſt be that; I perceive, Madam, you are too 
apprehenſive of the Promiſe you have made to follow my 
Rules; therefore III ſappoſe your Mind, and anſwer for 
you———PFirſt, for myſelf, Madam, that I am in Love with 
ou is an infallible Truth. Now for you: ¶ Taras on ber Side.) 


* 


do you mein 


ndeed, Sir, and may | believe it ?—As certainly, Madam, 


as that tis Day-light, or that I die if you perſiſt in Silenes 
— Bleſs me with the Mutic of your Voice, and raiſe my 
Spirits to their proper Heaven : thus low let me Pers 
e er l'm ob. ig'd to quit this Place, grant me fome Token 
of a favourable Reception to keep my Hopes slive 
(Ariſes haſtily, turns on ber Side) Riſe. fir; and ſince 
my Guardian's Freſence will not allow me Privilege of 
Tongue. read that. and reſt aſſur d you are not indif- 
ferent to me. (Offers ber a Letter.) Ha ! right Woman! 
But ( Ge ffrides it down.) no matter, I'll goon. 
Sir Fran. Ha ! what's that a Letter—Ha, ha, ha, 
thou art baulk'd. 
Miran. The beſt Aſſurance I ever ſaw. — Ajit, 
Sir Geo Ha! a Letter Oh! let me kiſs it with the ſame 
Raptures that I would do the dear Hand that touch d it 
(Opens it ) Now for a quick Fancy, and a long Extempore— 
What's here? (Read.) Dear Sir George; this Virgin 
« Muſe | conſecrate to you, which when it has received the 
% Addition of your Voice, 'twill charm me into a Deſire 
* of Liberty to love, which you and only you can fix.” 
My Angel (h you tranſport me! (K the Letter.) And 
ſee the Power of your Command ; the God of Love has 
ſet the Verſe already ; the flowing Numbers dance into a 
Tune, and I'm inſpir'd with a Voice to fing it. 
Miran 1'm ſure thou art ioffir'dwith lmpudence enough. 
Sir Geo. (Sings ) | 
Great Love inſpire him ; 
Say 1 aamire him. 
Give me the Lover © . 
That ran diſcover Secret 
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Secret Devotion 
From filent Motion ; 
Then don't betray me, 
But hence convey me. 
Sir Geo. [Taking bold of Miranda.] With all my Heart, 
this Moment let's retire. {Sir Francis coming up haſtily. 
Sir Fran. The Hour is expir'd, Sir, and you muſt 
take your Leave. There my Girl, there's the Hundred 
Pounds, which thou haſt won; go, I'll be with you 
preſently, Ha, ha, ha, ha! f Exit Miranda, 
Sir Geo. Ads-heart, Madam, you won't leave me juſt 
in the Nick, will you ? 
Sir Fran. Ha, ha, ha! ſhe has nick'd you Sir George, 
I think, Ha, ha, ha ! Have you any more Hundred Pounds 
to throw away upon Courtſhip, Ha, ha, ha 
Sir Geo. He, he, he, he! a Curſe of your fleering Jeſts 
vet, however ill I ſuceeded, III venture the fame 
Wager, ſhe does not value thee a ſpoonful of Snuff ;— 
Nay, more, though you enjoy'd her Silence to me, you'll 
never make her ſpeak to the Purpoſe with yourſelf. a 
Sir Fran. Ha, ha, ha! did not tell thee thou would'ſt 
repent thy Money ? Did not I ſay, ſhe hated young Fel- 
lows. Ha, ha, ha! 
Sir Geo And I'm poſitive ſhe's not in Love with Age. 
Sir Fran. Ha, ha ! no matter for that, Ha, ha ſhe's not 
taken with your Youth, nor your Rhetoric to boot; ha, ha |! 
Sir Geo. Whate'er her Reaſons are for diſliking of me, 
T am certain ſhe can be taken with nothing about thee, 
Sir Fran. Ha, ha, ha ! how he ſwells with Envy !— 
Poor Man, poor Man—Ha, ha, ha! I muſt beg your Par- 
don, Sir George ; Miranda will be impatient to have her 
Share of Mirth : Verily we ſhall laugh at thee moſt 
egregiouſly, Ha, ha, ha 
Sir Geo, With all my Heart, Faith—I ſhall laugh in 
my Turn, too—PFor if you dare marry her, old Belzebub, 
you will be cuckolded moſt egregiouſly : Remember 
that, and tremble 
She that to Age her beauteoxs Self refegns, 
Sbeaus witty Management for cloje Deſigns. 
Then if thou rt grac d with fair Miranda's Ped, 
AQzon's Horns Spe means Hall crown thy Head. [Exit, 
Sir Fran. Ha, ha, ha! he his mad. 
Theſe flutter ing Fops imagine they can wind, 
Turn, and dicey t Love all ta : 
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But here's a P/ oof of Wiſdom in my Charge, 
Old men are conflant, young men live at large; 
Te frugal Hand can Bill. at Sight defray, 

When be that lav is, has nought to hay. [Exit, 


SCENE changes to Sir Jealuus Traffick's Houſes 


Exrter Sir Jealous, Iſabinda, Patch /o/l:xing. 

Sir ta. What, in the Balcony again? notwithflandin 
my poſitive Commauds to the contrary !— N hy don't you 
write a Hill on your Forehead, to ſhow Paſſengers there's 
ſomething to be lett ?— 

la V+ hat Harm can there be in a little freſh Air, Sir ? 

Sir Zea, ls your Conſtitution fo hot, Miſtreſs, that it 
wants cooling, ha? apply the virtoous Spar Rules, 
baniſh your Taſte, and I'houghts of Fleſh, feed upon 
Roots, and quench your T hirlt with Water. 

Ja. hat and a cloſe Room wou'd certainly make me 
die of the Vapours _ 

Sir Fea No, Miß reſs, tis „our high-fed, lufly, ram- 
bling, rainpant Ladies—that are rrout!ed with the Va- 
pc urs: tis your Rataſia Peiſico, Cinnamon, Citron, and 
Spirit of Clary, cauſe ſuch Swi—m—irg in the CCtain, 
that carries many a Guinea full tide to the Doctor. But 
you are not te be br:d this way: no galloping abroad, 
no recwiving Viſits at hom; for in our looſe Country, 
the Nomen are as dangerous as the Men. 

Patch. So | to!d her, fir; and that it was not decent 
ta be ſeen in a Balcony- Put ſhe th:eatned to flap ny Chaps 
and told me, I was her Servant, not her * hw. a | 

Sir Jea Did ſhe ſo ? But I'll mike her to know that 
you are her Duenna : Oh that incomparable Cuſtom of 
Spain! Why he'e's no depencirz ufon old Women ia 
my Country—for they are as wanton at Eighty, as a Girl 
ot Eightcen ; and a Man may as ſafe lj truſt toAſgil's Tranſ- 
lation, as to his Great (:randmother's not marrying again. 

Ja. Or to the Spaniſh Ladies Veils and Duennas, for 
the Safeguard of their Honour. 

Sir Fea. Dare to ridicule the cautious Conduct of that 
wiſe Nation, and 1']l have you lock d up this Fortnight 
without a Peep hole. 

Ja. If we had but the ghoſtly Re'ps in Exg/and, which 
they have inSpa:n, I might deceive you if you did—Sir, tis 
aot the Reſtraint; but the innate Principles, ſecures the 
Reputation and Honour of our Sex—Let me tell yon, ho 
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Confinement ſharpens the Invention as Want of Sip! t 
ſtrengthens the other Senſes, an I is often more pernicious, 
than the Recreation innocent Liberty allows. 

Sir Fea. Say you fo, Miitreſs, who the Devil taught you 
the Art of Reaſoning ? I aſſure you, they muſt have a great 
er Faith than I pretend to, that can think any Woman in- 
nocent who requires Liberty. Therefore, Patch to your 
Charge [I give ber, lock her up 'till I come back from 
Change: I ſhall have ſome ſauntring Coxcomb, with no- 
thing but a Red Cort and a Feather, think. by leaping 
into ker Arms, to leap into my Eitate—Sut III przvenc 
them; ſhe ſhall be only Signior Babinerto's. 

Patch. Really, dir, | wiſh you would employ any body 
che in this Affair; | lead a Life like a Dog, with o'ev 
ing your Commands. Come, Madam, will you pleaſ: to 
bc locked up ? 8 

I/a. Ay, to enjoy more Freedom than he is aware of. 
AA.) (Exit wwith Patch. 

Sir Zea. I b.lieve this Wench is very true to my la- 
tereſt : I am happy I met with her, if I can but keep my 
Daughter from being blown upon 'till Signior Babinerto 
arrives, who ſhall marry her as ſoon as he comes, and 
carry hei to Spain as ſoon as he has married her. She has 
a pregnant Wit, and I'd no more have her an Engliſh 
Wife, than the Grand Signior's Miſtreſs. (Exits. 

Enter Whiſper. | 

Whiſp. So, I ſaw Sir Jealous go out; where ſhall I find 
Mrs Patch now ? 

Enter Patch. | 

Patch. Oh, Mr. Whiſper ! my Lady ſaw you out at the 
Window, and ordered me to bid you fly, and let your 
Mater know ſhe's now alone 

Whip Huſh, ſpeak ſoftly ; I go, I go; But hark ye, 
Mrs Patch, ſhall not you and I have a little Ccnfabula- 
tion, when my Maſter and your Lady are engag'd ? 

Patch Ay, ay, farewel. (Goes in and /huts the Deer. 

Re-enter Sir J:a'ous Traffick. meeting Whiſper. 

Sir Zea. Sure whilſt | was talkirg with Mr. 'l radewell, 
J heard my Door clap (Seeing Whitper ) Ha! a Man 
lorking about my Houfs : Who do you want there, Sir? 

u biſo. Want —— want, a pox, Sir Jealous! What muſt 
] fay row? 

Sir Zea. Ay, want; have you a Letter or Meſſage for any 
body there — O my Conſcience this is ſome He —_ 
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Whif. Letter or Meſſage, Sir! 

Sir Jea. Ay, Letter or Meſſage, Sir. 

Whip. No, not I, Sir. 

Sir Jea. Sirrah, Sirrah, I'll have you ſet in the Stocks, | 

if you don't tell me your Buſineſs imm: diately. | 
Whiſþ Nay, Sir, my Buſineſs—is no great Matter of Bu- { 

fineſs, neither; and yet tis Buſineſs of Conſequence, too. | 
Sir 7ea. Sirrah, don't trifle with me, 
bid. Trifle, Sir! have you four d him, Sir? 
Sir Ja. Found what, you Raſcal | 
Whiſp Why Trifle is the very Lap-dog my Lady loſt, 

Sir ; | fancy d l ſaw him run into this Houſe. I'm glad 

you have him——Sir, my Lady will be overjoy d that I 

have tound him. | 
Sir ca Who is your Lady, Friend? ( 
Mb. b. My Lady Love-puppy, Sir. n 
Sir Fea. My Lady Love · puppy, Sir! then prithee carry 

thyſelt to her, for | know no other Whelp that belongs to 

her; and let me catch you no more Puppy hunting about 1 

my Doors, leſt | have you preſt into the Service, Sirrah. 

Whiſp By no Means, Sir—Ycur humble Servant? I 


mult watch whether he goes, or no, before I can tell my 
Mailcr. (Exit. ! 
Sir 7-@a This Fellow has the officious Leer of a Pimp, 


ard | half ſuſpe& a Deſign, but 1'!] be upon them before 
th-y think on me, I warrant 'em. 


SCENE Chatrles's Lodgings. 


Ex ter Charles and Marplot. 

Cha Honeſt Marplot, I thank thee for this Supply. I 
expeA my lawyer with a Thouſand Pounds I have or- 
der d him to take up, and then you ſhall be repaid. | 
Marpl. Pho, pho, no more of that: Here comes Sir 


Gecige Airy. ; 
Enter Sir George. 
Curſedly out of Humour at his Diſappointment : ſee how 
he looks ! Ha, ha, ha! 
Sir Ces Ah, Charles, I am fo humbled in my Preten- 
fions to Plots upos Women. that 1 believe | ſhall never 


have Courage enough to attempt a Chamber-maid again. 
——|']l tel! thee. 

Cha. Ha. ha, I'll ſpare your Relation, by telling you 
—— Impatient to know your Buſineſs with my Father, 
when I ſaw you enter, I ſlipt back into the next Room, 
where I over-heard every Syllable. dir 
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Sir Geo. That I faid—But T'Il be hang'd if you heard 
her anſwer—But prithee tell me, Charles, is ſhe a Fool? 

Cha. I ne'er ſuſpected her for one; but Marplot can 
inform you better, if you'll allow him a Judge. 

Marpl. A Fool ! I'll juſtify ſhe has more Wit than all 
the reſt of her Sex yo together; why, ſhell rally me 
till L han't one Word to ſay for myſelf. 

Cha. A mighty Proof of her Wit, truly 

Marl. There muſt be ſome Trick in't, Sir George: 
Egad I'll find it out, if it coſt me the Sum you paid for't. 

Sir Ges Do, and command me 

Marpl. Enough, let me alone to trace a Secret. 

Enter Whiſper, and ſpeats aſide to his Maſter. 
The Devil ! Whiſper here again ; that Fellow never ſpeaks 
out. Is this the ſame or a new ſecret ? Sir George, won't 
you aſk ( harle: what News Whiſper brings? 

Sir Go Not l, Sir; I ſuppoſe it does not relate to me. 

Marpl. Lord, Lord, how little Curiofity ſome People 
have? Now my chief Pleaſure lies in knowing every 
body's Buſineſs. 

Sir Geo, | fancy, Charles, thou haſt ſome Engagement 
npon thy Hands : | have a little Buſineſs, too. Marplot, 
1: it fall in your way to bring me any Intelligence from 
þ'ir-nda. you'll find me at the Thatch d Houſe at Six— 

Ala*pl. You do me much Honour. 

Cha You gueſs right, Sir George, wiſh me Succc fs. 

Sir Geo, Better than att:nded me. Adieu. (Exit. 

(ha. Marplot, you muſt excuſe me -—- 

Marl. Nay, nay, what Need of any Excuſe amongſt 
Friends; I'll go with you. 

CI. Indeed you mutt not. 

Alarpl. No, then | ſuppoſe tis a Duel, and I will go 
to ſecure vou 

Cha. Well, but it is no Duel, conſequently no Danger 
T herefore prithee be anſwer'd. 

May! What is't a Mitre(s, then? —Mum—You. 
know I can be filent upon Occaſion, 

Cha. I wiſh you could be civil too: I tell you, you 
neither mull nor ſhall go with me. Farewell. (E xit. 

Marpl. Why then—I mult and will follow yu (Exit. 


The End of the Stcoxp Acr. 
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ACT III. 


Enter Charles. 
Cha. ELL, here's the Houſe which holds the 
W 


lovely Prize quiet and ſerene: Here no noiſy 
Footmen throng to tell the World, that Beauty dwells 
within; no ceremonious Viſit makes the Lover wait ; 
no Rival to give my Heart a Pang : Who would not 
ſcale the Window at Midnight without Fear of the jea- 
lous Father's Piſtol, rather tnan fill up the Train of a 
Coquet, where every Minute he is joſtled out of Place ? 
(Anccks fofth) Mrs. Patch. Mrs. Patch! 
Enter Patch. 
Patch. Oh, are you come, Sir ? All's ſafe. 
Cha. So in, in then. 
Enter Marplot. 

Marpl. There he goes: Who the Devil lives here? 
Except I can find out that, | am as far from knowing his 
Buſineſs as ever; Gad [I'll watch, it may be a Bawdy- 
Houſe, and he may have his Throat cut ; if there ſhould 
be any Miſchief, I can make Oath he went in Well, 
Charles, in Spite of Endeavours to keep me out of 
the Secret, I may ſave your Life for aught I know: At 
that Corner I'll plant myſelf, there I ſhall ſee whoever 
goes, in or comes out. Gad, | love Diſcoveries (Exit. 


SCENE draws, Charles, Iſabinda, and Patch. 


lab. Patch, look out ſharp; have a Care of Dad. 

Patch. | warrant you. 

Jab. Well, Sir, if I may judge your Love by your 
Courage, I ought to believe you fincere ; for you ven- 
ture into the | 10n's Den when you come to ſee me. 

Cha. If you'd conſent, whillt the furious Beaſt is abroad, 
I's tree you from the Reach of his Paws. 

Jab. That would be but to void one Danger by running 
into :nother ; like poor Wretches who fly the burning Ship, 
and meet their Fate in the Water. Come, come, Charles, 
Al fear if | conſult my Reaſon. Cofinement and Plenty is 
better than Liberty and Starving I know you d make the 
Frelic pleaſing for a little Time, by ſaying and doing a 
Mold of tender Things; but when our ſmall Subſtance is 
exhauſted, and athouiaue Requitics for Life are wanting, 
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Who rarely dwells with Poverty, would alſo fail us. 
ws - Faith, | day wee : methinks my Heart has laid 
up a Stock will laſt for Life ; ts back which. I have ta- 
ken a thouſand Pound upon my Uncle's Eſtate; that 
ſarely will ſupport us till one of our Fathers relent. 

Jab. There's no truſting to that, my Friend: I doubt 
your Father will carry his Humour to the Grave, and 
mine till he ſees me ſettled in Spain. 

Cha. And can you then cruelly reſolve to Ray till that 
curs'd Don arrives, and ſuffer that Youth, Beauty, Fire, and 
Wit to be ſacrific'd to the Arms of a dull Spaniard, to be 
immur d, and forbid the Sight of any thing that's Human # 

Jab. No, when it comes to the Extremity, and no 
Stratagem can relieve us, thou ſhalt liſt for a Soldier, 
and I'll carry thy Knapſack after thee. 

Cha. Bravely refolv'd ; the World cannot be more ſa, 
vage than our Parents, and Fortune generally aſſiſts the 
Bold ; therefore conſent now : Why ſhould we put it to 
a future Hazard ? Whe knows when we ſhall have ano- 
ther Opportunity ? 

Lab. Oh, you have your Ladder of Ropes, I ſuppoſe, and 
the Cloſer-window ftands juſt where itd:d; and if you han't 
forgot to write in Characters, Patch will fiad a Way for 
our Afignations. Thus much of the Spaniſh Contrivance 
my Father's Severity has taught me, I thank him; tho' I 
hate the Nation, I admire their Management in theſe Affairs. 

Enter Patch. 

Patch Oh, Madam, I ſce my Mafter coming up the Street. 

Cha. Oh, the _ would I had * LO now. I 
thought you had not expected him till night; why, 
a — why, what ſhall I do, Madam? „ " 

Hab. Oh! for Heaven's ſake ! don't go that way, you'll 
meet him full in the Teeth : Oh, unlucky Moment ?— © 

Cha, Adſheart can you ſhut me into no Cupboard, 
nor ram me inte a Cheſt, ha? | 

Patch. Impoſſible, Sir, he ſearches every Hole in the Houſe, 

Jab. Undone for ever ! if he ſees you, I ſhall never 
ſee you more. 

Patch. I have thought onit : Run you to your Cham- 
ber, Madam ; and, Sir, come you along with me, I'm 
cextain you may eaſily get down from the #alcony, 

Cha. My Life, Adieu Lead on, Guide. (Exit. 

Jab. Haven preſerve him, (Exit. 


SCENE 
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SCENE changes to the Street. 


Enter Sir Jealous, with Marplot behind him. 


Sir Zeal I don't know what's the Matter, but I have a 
ſlrong uſpicion all is not right within; that Fellow's ſaun- 
tring about my Door, and his Tale of a Puppy had the 
Face of a Lye, methought. By St, lago, if I ſhould find a 
Man in the Houſe, I'd make Mince-meat of him 

Marpl Ah, poor Charles—ha ? Egad he is old—I 
Fancy | might bully bim, and make Charles have an Opi- 
nion of my Courage. 

Sir Jeal. My own Key ſhall let mein; I'll give them 
no Warning. Feeling for his Key. 

Marpl. What's that j ou ſay, Sir? (Going wp to Sir Jealous. 

Sir Jea/. What's that to you, Sir ? (Turns guick upon him. 

Marpl. Yes, tis to me, Sir: ſor the Gentleman you 
threaten is a very honeſt Gentleman. I ook to't ; for it he 
comes not as ſafe out of your Houſe as he went in, | bave 
half a dozenM;rmidons hard by ſhall beat it about your ears. 

Sir tel, Went in ! What, is he in, then? Ah! a 
Combination to undo me —- I'll Myrmidon you, ye Dog, 
you Thieves ! 1 hi: ves ! 

(Beat Marplot all the while be cries Thieves ! 

Marel. Murder, — 5 ; I was not in your Houle, Sir. 

Euter Servant. 

Serv, What's the Matter, Sir? 

Sir Zeal. The Matter, Raſcal! You have let a Man into 
my Houſe ; but I'll flea him alive; follow me, lil not 
leave a Mouſe hole unſearch'd if I find him, by St. lego 
Ell equip him for the C'pera. 

Marel A Deuce of his Cane, there's no truſting to Age 
— What ſhal! I do to relieve Charles? Egad, III raiſe 
the Neighbourhood— Murder! Murder !—(Charles arcps 
down , em him from the Balcony) Charles, faith I'm glad 
to ſee thee ſafe out, with all my Heart. 

Cha. A Pox of your Bawling : How the Devil came 
you here? | 

Aarzl. Here! gad, I have done you a Piece of Service; 
T told the old Thunderbolt, that the Gentleman that was 
gone in, was 

Cha Was it you told him, Sir ? (Laying hold of bim) 
*Sgeath, I could cruſh thee into Atoms. (Exit Charles. 

Marpl What, will you choak me for my Kindneſs 
Will my enguiring Soul never leave ſearching into cther 

Feople's. 
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le's Affairs, till it gets ſqueez'd out of my Body? T 
dare not follow him now, for my Blood, he's in ſuch a 
Paſſion—T'll to Miranda; if I can diſcover aught that 
may oblige Sir George, it may be a means to reconcile 
me again to Charles. (Exit, 

Enter Sir Jealous and his Servants. 

Sir Jeal. Are you ſure you have ſearch'd every where? 

Serv. Yes, from the Top of the Houſe to the Bottom, 

Sir Jeal. Under the Beds, and over the Beds? 

Serwy. Yes, and in them too; but found no body, Sir. 

Sir Jeal. Why. what could this Rogue mean ? 

Enter Iſabinda and Patch. 

Patch. Take Courage, Madam, I ſaw him ſafe out. 

(Al to Iſab. 
1/ab. Bleſs me ! what's the Matter, Sir? 

Sir Jeal. You know beſt—Pray where's the Man that 
was here juſt now ? | 
6. What Man, Sir? Iſaw none 
atch, Nor, by the Truſt you repoſe in me: do you 
think I wou'd let a Man come within theſe Doors, when 
you are abſent ? 

Sir Jeal. Ah, Patch, ſhe may be too cunning for thy 
Honeſty ; the very Scout, that he had ſet to give Warning, 
diſcover'd it to me—and threaten'd me with half a Doznn 
Myrmidons—— But | think I maul'd the Villain. Theſe 
Afflictions you draw upon me, Miſtreſs ! 

Jab. Pardon me, Sir, tis your own ridiculous Humour 
draws you into theſe Vexations, and gives every Fool 
pretence to banter you. 

Sir Jeal. No, tis your idle Conduct, your coquettiſh 
Flirting into the Balcony—Oh ! with what Joy ſhall I 
reſign thee into the Arms of Don Diego Babinetto. 

Jab And with what Induſtry ſhall I avoid him. (Aid. 

Sir Zeal. Certainly that Rogue had a Meſlage from 
ſomebody or other ; but being baulk'd by my coming, 
pop'd that Sham upon me. Come along, ye Sots, let's 
ſee if we can find the Dog again. Patch, lock her up ; 
d'ye hear. 

Parch, Yes, Sir,—ay, walk till your Heels ach, 
find no body, I promiſe you. : ve 

1/a. Who cou'd that Scout be which he talks of ? 

Patch. Nay, I can't imagine, without it was Whiſper. 

La. Well, dear Patch, let's employ all our Thoughts 
how to eſcape this horrid Don Diego; my very Heart 
links at his terrible Name. Patch, 


Patch. Fear not, Madam for DonCarlo ſhall be theMan, 
or I'll loſe the Reputation of Contriving; and then what's 
a Chamber-maid good for ? 

Ia. Say'| thou ſo, my Girl? Then — 

Let Dad be Jealous, multiply his Cares 

il Love inflru#s me to avoid the Snares; 

Fll, fprght of all his Spaniſh Caution, eau, 

How much for Love a Britiſh Maid can do. 


SCENE Si- Francis Gripe's Houſe 


Sir Francis and Miranda meeting. 
Miran. Well, Gardy, how did I perform the dumb 
Scene ? | 
Sir Fran To Admiration—— Thou dear little Rogue ? 
let me buſs thee for it : Nay, adod, | will, Chargee, ſo 
muzzle, and tuzzle, and hugg thee ; I will, I faith, 1 will. 
(Hugging and Kiſſing ber. 
Miran. Nay, Gardee, don't beſo laviſh ; who would 
ride Poſt, when the Journey laſts for Life ? 
Sir Fran. Ah Wiz. ah Wag, III buſs chee again, for 


that 
Miran. Faugh how he ſtinks of Tobacco ! what a 
delicate Bedfellow Il ſhou'd have ? (Ala. 


Sir Fran Oh. I'm tranſported! When, when, my 
Dear, wilt thou convince the World of the happy Day ? 
When ſhall we marry, ha! 

Miran. There's nothing wanting but your Conſent, Sir 
Francis. 

Sir Fran. My Conſent ! What does my Charmer mean ? 

Miran Nay,'tis only a Whim, but I'll have every thing 
according to a Form Therefore when you ſign an authen - 
tic Paper, drawn up by an able I.awyer, that | have your 
Leave to marry, the next Day makes me yours, Gardee. 

Sir Fran. Ha ha, ha! a Whim indeed ! why is it not 
Demonſtration I give my Leave when I marry thee ? 

Miran. Not for your Reputation, Gardee ; the malicious 
World will be apt to ſay you trick d me into Mar:1:ge, 
and ſo take the Merit from my Choice. Now [| will have 
the Act my own, to let the idle Pops ſee how much I 
fer a Man loaded with Years and Wiſdom. 

Sir Fran, Humph ! Prithee leave out Years, Chargee. 
I'm not ſo old, as thou ſhalt fad: Adod, I'm young 
there's a Caper for ye. (Jumps. 

Miraz. Oh, never excuſe it, why, I like you the bet - 

ter 


F vu 
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ter for being old.— But I ſhall ſuſpect you don't love 
me, if you refuſe me this Formality. _ 

Sir Fan, Not love thee, Chargce! Adod, I do lcve 
thee better than, than, than, better than—whet ſhall I 
ſay ? Egad, better than Money; i'faith, I de— 

Miran. | hat's falſe, Im ſure | Afde ] To prove it, do 
this, then. 

Sir Fran, Well, I will do it, Chargee, provided I bring 
a Licence at the ſame lime: 

Miran, Ay, and a Parſon too, if you pleaſe : Ha, ha, 
ha! I can't help laughing to thick bow all the young 
Coxcombs about Town will be mortify'd when they hear 


_ of our Marriage. 


Sir F an Sothey will, ſo they will; Ha, ha, ha! 

Mi: an. Well, | fancy | ſha'l be ſo happy with myGardee. + 

Sir Fran If wearing Pearls and Jewels, or ea*tg Ge'd, 
as the old Saying is, can make thce hap} y, thou ſhalt be 
ſo, my ſweeteſt, my lovely, my Charmir g, n y-—verily | 
know uot what to call thee. | 

Miran. Yeu muſt know, Cardee. that I am ſo eager to 
have this Euſineſs concluded that | have employ'd my Wo- 
man's Brother, who is a lawyer in the Temple, to fi tt'e mat · 
ters juſt to your liking ; you are to give your Conſcut to ny 
Marriage, which is to yourfelf you know ; But a.um. you 
muſt take no Notice of that. So then I will thot is, with 
your Leave, put my Writ ngs into his Hards; then To- 
morrow we come flap upon them with a Wedding thit no- 
body thought on: by wl ich you ſcize me and my Fiite. 
and I ſuppoſe make a Bonfire of your oun AG ard Deed. 

Sir Fran. Nay, but Chargee, if 

Miran. Nay, Gardee, no If:—H:ve I refus'd three 
Northern Lords, two Britiſh Peers, and half a Score 
Knights to have put in your Its ?— 

Sir Fran, So thou halt indecd, ard I will truſt to thy 
Management. Od, I'm all of a Fire 


Miran. "Tis a Wonder the dry Stubble does not blaze. 


Ai de. 
Emer Marplot. 92 


Sir Fran. How now, who ſent for you, Sir? What's 
the hundred Pound po. already ? | 


Marpl. No, Sir. I don't want Money now. 


Sir Fran, No; that's a Miracle! but there's one 
thing ycu want, I'm ſure. 


Marpl. Ay, what's that, Guardian? 
dit 


Marpl. None that could do my Buſineſs, Guardian, 
which is at preſent with this Lady. 

Miran. With me, Mr. Marplot ! what is it I beſeech you 
Sir Fran. Ay, Sir, what is it ? Any thing that relates 
to her may be deliver'd to me. 

Marpl. I deny that. 

Miran. That's more than I do, Sir. 

Marpl. Indeed, Madam! Why then to proceed: Fame 
ſays, that you and my moſt conſcionable Guardian here 
deſign'd, contriv d, plotted, and agreed, to chouſe a very 
civil, honeſt, honourable Gentleman, out of a Hundred 
Pounds. 

Miran. That I contriv'd it! 

Marpl. Ay, you——You ſaid never a Word againſt it, fo 
far you are guilty. 

Sir Fran. Pray tell that civil, honeſt, honourable Gen- 
tleman, that if he has any more ſuch Sums to fool away, 
they ſhall be received like the laſt ; Ha, ha, ha! chous'd, 

actha ! But, hark ye, let him know, at the ſame Time, 
x wok if he dare to report I trick d him of it, I ſhall re- 
commend a Lawyer to him ſhall ſhew him a Trick for 
twice as much : D'ye hear ? tell him that. 

Marpl. So, and this is the Way you uſe a Gentleman, 
and my Friend. 

Miran. Is the Wretch thy Friend ? 

. The Wretch ! Look ye, Madam, don't call 
Names; Egad, I won't take it. 

Miran. Why, you won't beat me, will you? Ha, ha ! 

Marpl. I don't know whether I will or no. 

Sir Fran. Sir I ſhall make a Servant ſhew you out at 
the Window, if you are ſaucy. 

Marpl. I am your moſt humble Servant, Guardian; I 
deſign to go out the ſame Way I came in. I would 
only aſk this Lady, if ſhe does not think in her Soul Sir 
George Airy is not a fine Gentleman ? 

Miran. He dreſſes well 


Sir Fran. Which is chiefly owing to his Taylor and 


Valet de Chambre. 

Miran. And if you allow that a Proof of his being a 
fine Gentleman, he is ſo. 

Marpl. The judicious part of the World allow him 
Wit, Courage, Gallantry, and Management: tho' I 
think he forfeited that Character, when he flung away 
a hundred Pounds upon your dumb Ladyſhip. Sir 


Sir Fran. Manners: What, had I no Servants without? 
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Sir Fran Does that gaul him ? Ha, ha, ha! 

Mira. So Sir George, remaining in deep Diſeontent. 
has ſent you his truſty Squire, to utter his Complaint 3 
Ha, ha, ba 

Mar;l. Yes, Madam: and you. like a cruel, hard- 
hearted Jew, value it no morc—tha nl wound your Lady- 
ſhip, were | Sir George you, you, you !-- 

Miran Oh, don't call Names [ know you love to be 
employ d. and I'll oblige you, and you ſhall carry him a 
Mefiage from me. 

Marpl. According as [ like it; What is it ? 

Miran Nay, a kind one, you may be ſure—Firlt tell 
him, Il have choſe this (entleman to have and to hold, 
and ſo f th. Camp iag ber hand into Sir Francis's. 

Sir Fran. Ch, the dear Rocue, how [ doat on her | Aae. 

Miran And adviſe his [Impertinence to troub'e me no 
more, for I prefer Sir Francis for a Huſland before all 
the Fops in the Univerſe. 

Marel Oh Lord, o Lord! ſhe's bewitch'd,, that's 
certain: Here's a tHuſband for Eighteen— lier: 's a hape 
— Here s Bones rattling in 4 leathern Bag [Turn ng di 
Fiancis abt ] tleric's Buckram and Caavas to ſcruo you 
to Repentance. 

Sir Fran. Surah, my Cane ſhall teach you Repentance 
preſently 

Ma-] No. faith, I have felt its Twin Brother from 
Joſt ſuch a whither's Hand too latel-. 

Airan Ore thing more; Adviſe him to keep fromthe 
Garden Gate on the Left Hand ; for it he dare to faunter 
there about the Hour of Eight, as he ufed to do, he ſha!l 
Le ſaluted with a Fiitol or a Blunderblufs. 

Sir Fran. Oh, monſtrous ! why Charg-e, did he uſe to 
come to the Carden Gate? 

Airan Ihe Gard'ner deſerib'd juſt fuch >nother Man 
that always v atch d his coming out, and fin wos'd have 
b; io him for his Entrance ell bin be ſhailfind a warn 
Reception if he comes this Night 

Aer. Pitiols and Blunderboiies! Fgad, a warm Re- 
ception, indeed ; I ſhall tace care to inform him of your 
Rindre's, aud acviſe h:m to keep farther eff. 

Aran, | hope he will ungcritand wy Mcaning better, 
than to follow your Adviſe. La. 

dir F-an. Thou hait fign'd, ſeal'd, ard ta en Poileſſiun 
of my Heat for ever, Chargee : ia, ha ba! and for yo1, 
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Mr. Sauce-Box, let me have no more of your Meſſages, 
if ever you deſign to inherit your Eſtate, Gentleman. 

Marpl. Why there tis now. Sure | ſhail be out of your 
Clutches one Day—Well, Guardian, I ſay no more; but 
if you be not as arrant a Cuckold as e er drove Bargain 
upon the Exchange, or paid Attendance to a Court, | am 
the Son of a Wetſtone ; andfo your humble Servant [ Exit, 

Miran. Don't forget the Meſſage ; Ha, ha, ha! 

Sir Fran. I am ſo provok'd—'is well he's gone. 

Miran. Oh mind him not, Gardce, but let's fign Ar- 
ticles, and then 

Sir Fran. And then — Adod, I believe I am meta- 
morphos'd ; my pulſe beats high, and my Blood boils, 
metkinks— ( Ki/ing and bugging ber. 

Miran. Oh fie, Gardee, be not ſo violent; confider, 
the Market lafts all the Year —Well ; I'll in and fee if the 
Lawyer be come ; you'll follow. [ Exit. 

Sir Fraz. Ay, to the World's End, my Dear. Well, 
Frank, thou art a lucky Fellow in thy old Age, to have 
ſuch a delicate Morſel, and Thirty I bouſand Pounds in 
love with thee ; I ſhall be the Envy of Batchelors, the 
Glory of marry'd Men, and the Wonder of the Town. 
Some Guardians would be glad to compound for Part of 
the Eſtate at diſpatching an Heireſs ; but I engroſs the 
whole: O ! Mibi preterites referet fi Jupiter Annes. [ Exit. 


SCENE changes to.@ Tavern; diſcovers Sir George 
and Chailes with Hine before them, and W hiſper 
waiting. 

Sir Geo. Nay, prithee don't be grave. Charles: Miſ- 
fortunes will happen, ha, ha, ha ! 'tis fome Comfort to 
have a Companion in our Sufferings. 

Cha. I am only apprehenſive for Iſabinda ; her Father's 
Humovr is implacable ; and how far his Jealouſy may 
tranſport him to her Undoing, ſhocks my Soul to think. 

Sir Geo. But fince you eſcap'd undiſcever'd by him, 
his Rage will quickly laſh into a Calm, never fear it. 

Cha. But who knows what that unlucky Dog Marplot 
told him: nor can [| imagine what brought him hither ; 
that Fellow is ever doing Miſchief ; and yet, to give 
him his Due, he never deſigns it. This is ſome 


blundering Adventure, wherein he thought to ſhew his 
Friedſhip, as he calls it; a curſe on him. 
Sir Geo, Then you muſt forgive kim ; what ſaid we 
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Cha. Said ? nay, | had more Mind to cut his Throat, 
than to hear his Excuſcs | 

Sir Geo, Where is he ? 

Whi/p. Sir, I ſaw him go into Sir Francis Gripe's juſt now, 

Cha. Oh then he's upon your Buſineſs, Sir George : 
a thouſand to one but he makes ſome Miſtake there, too. 

Sir Geo Impoſſible, without he huffs the Lady, and 
makes Love to Sir Francis 

Enter Drawer. 

Draw. Mr Marplot is below, Gentlemem, and defires 
to Know if he may have leave to wait upon ye. 

Cha How civil the Rogue is when he has done a Fault! 

Sir Geo. Ho ' defire him to walk up. Prithee, Charles, 
throw of this Chagrine, and be good Company. 

Cha. Nay, hang him, I'm not angry with him: 
Whiſper, fetch me len, Ink, and Paper. 

Whijp. Yes, Sir. [ Exit Whiſpe 

Exter Marplot. 
Cha, Do but mark his ſheepiſh Look, Sir George. 
Dear Charles, don't o erwhelm a Man—already 
under unſupportable Affliction. I'm ſure I always intend 
to ſerve my Friends; but if my malicious Stars deny 
the Happineſs, is the Fault mine? 

Sir Geo, Never mind him. Mr Marplot; he is eat up 
with Spleen. But teil me whet favs Miranda. 

Marpl. Says —nay, we are all undone there, too. 

Cha. I told you fo; nothing proſpers chat he undertakee, 

Marl. Why, can [help her having choſe your Father: 
for better for worſe ? 

Cha, So: There's another of Fortune's Strokes. LI 
ſuppoſe I ſhall be edg'd out of my Eſtate with Twins 
every Year, let who wil! get 'em. 

Sir Geo. What, is the Woman really poſſeſs d? 

Marpl. Yes, with the Spirit of Contradiction, ſhe rail 
at you molt progigiouſly. 

Sir Geo. That's no ill Sign. 

Enter Whiſper with Pen, Ink, and Pater. 
Mearpi. You'd tay it was no good Sign if you knew all. 
Sir Ges. Why, prithee ? 

Marpl. Hark'ye, Sir George, let me warn you, purſue 
your old Haunt no more, it may be dangerous. 

: [Charles fits down to writes 

Sir Geo, My old Haunt what do you mean 

Marpl. Why in ſhort, then, fince you will have it, 

| D 2 Miran- 
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Miranda vows if you dare approach the Garden G ate at 
Eight o'Clock, as you us'd, you fhall be ſaluted with a 
Blunderbuts, Sir. Theſe were her very Words; nay the 
bid me tell you To too. 

Sir Geo. Ha ! the Garden-Gate at Eight, as I us'd to do! 
There mui be a meaning in this. Is there ſuch a 
Gate, Charles ? 

Cha Yes, yes; it opens into tne Park. I ſuppoſe her 
Ladyſhip has made many a Scamper thro! it 

Sir Geo. It muit be an 4 ſſignation, then. Ha, my Heart 
ſprings for Joy ; 'tis a propitious Omen. My dear Marplot 
let me embrace thee, thou art my Friend, my better Angel— 

M.rpl. WV hat do you mean, Sir George? 

Sir Geo No matter what | mean. Here take a Bumper 
to the Garden Gate, you dear Rogue, you, 

Marl You have Reaſon to be tranſported, Sir George; 
I have ſav d your Life. 

Sir Gee. My Life! thou haſt ſav'd my Soul, Man. 
Charl-s, if thou doſt rot ; led e this Health, may 'ſt thou 
nt ver taſte the Joys of Love. 

Cha Whiſper, be ſure you take care how you deliver this 
[Gives him the Letter Yoring me the Anſwer to my Lodging s. 

1b h. 1 warrant ) ou ir, 

Mu! Whither does that Letter go ? Now dare not I 
2 * verve env —— 

Cha Now i'm for cu. 

du Ge, To the Garden-Gate at the Hcur of Eight, 
Charles ; along, liuzza ! 

Cha. | begin to corceive you 

Marel H hat's more than | do, Egad—to the Garden. 


Gate, Huzza, [D-:a4 ] But | hope you deſign to keep 


tar enough off on t, Sir George. 

Sir Geo. Ay, ay, never fear that; ſhe ſhall ſee I deſpiſe 
Nr Frowns. let her uſe her Blunderbuſs againſt the ncxt 
Fool, ſhe {han t reach me with the Smoak, I warrant her; 
Ha. ha, ha! 

Marpl. Ah, Charles. if you cou'd receive a Diſappoint- 
ment thus en Chavalier, one ſhould have ſome Comfort 
in being beat for you. 

Cha. The Fool comprehends nothing. 

Sir Geo, Nor would | have him ; prithee take him along 
with thee. 

Cha. Enough : Marplot, you ſhall go home with me, 

Marpl, I'm glad I m well with him, however Sir 

A George 
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George, yours. Egad, Charles aſking me to v tome 
with him, gives me a ſhrewd Suſpicion theres ure 10 
the Garden-Gate than I comprehend. Faith I'll give him 
the drop, and away to Guardian's, and find it out 

Sir Geo. I kiſs both your Hands—And now for the 
Garden-Gate 

Its Beauty gives the Aſſignation there, 4 

| And Love too proverful grows, tadmitnef Tear. Exit. 
The End of the Enno Acr. 
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CE ACT Iv. | 
SCENE the Outfide of Sir Jealous Traffick's Houſe, 
Patch pceping out of the Door. 
| Enter Whiſper. 


NU % Mrs. Patch, this is a lucky Minute, to 
find you ſo readily ; my Maſter dies wick 
Impatienc 


E, 

Patch. My Lady imagin'd ſo, and by her Orders I have 
been ſcouting this Hour in ſearching you, to inform you 
that Sir Jealous has invited ſome Friends to ſupper with 
him ' To-night, which gives an ity to your 
| Maſter to make uſe of his Ladder of Ropes: The Cloſet 
Window ſhall be open, and Iſabinda ready to receive 
him ; bid him ceme immediately. 

Abi. Excellent He'll not diſappoint, I warrant him: 
But hold, I have a Letter here, which I'm to carry an An- 
ſwer to. | can't think what Language the Direction is. 

Patch. Pho, tis no Language. but a Characterwhich the 
Lovers invented to avert Diſcovery, Ha. l hear my old Mai- 
ter coming down Stairs, it is impoſſible you thoald have 
an Anſwer ; away, and bid him come himſelf for that— * 
Be gone, we are ruin'd if you're ſeen, for he has doubled - 
his Care fince the laſt Accident, - | 

Whiſp. | 20, I go. RT == 

Fatch. There, go thou into my Pocket. [ Puts it leſi ie, 
and it fall: down.) Now I'll up the Back ſtairs, leſt I meet 
him Well, a dextrous Chamber maid is the Ladie: beſt - 
Utenſil 1 fay. Exit. 

Enter Sir Jealous, with a Letter in i Hand. 

Sir Jeal. So, this is ſome Comfort; this tells m that 
Seięuj,,ρQ Don Diego Babinetto is ſafely arriv d; he ſhall 
marry my Daughter the Minute he comes. Ha, ha! What's 
here ? [Takes up the Letter Patch arp d.] A Letter! I don't © 


know what to make of the Superſcription, I'll fee what's 
within fide, Len it.] humph ; tis Hebrew, | think, 
What can this mean? There muſt be ſome Trick in it; 
this was certainly deſign d for my Daughter; but I dont 
know that ſhe can ſpeak any Language but her Mother. 
Tongue. No matter for that, this may be one of Love's 
. Hierog!yphicks, and I fancy I ſaw Patch's Vail (weep by, 
"That wench may be a Slut, and inſtead of guarding my 
Honour, betray ut ; I'll find it out, I'm refolv'd : Whe's 
there. a 


Enter Servant. 
What Anſwer did you bring from the Gentlemen 1 ſent 
to invite ? 

Serv. That they'd all wait of you, Sir, as I told you 
before; but I ſuppoſe you forgot, Sir. 

Sir Teal Did 1 fo, Sir? but I ſhan't forget to break 
yoar Head, it any of them come, Sir. 

Serv. Come, Sir! why did not you ſend me to deſire 
their Company, Sir ? 

Sir Feal. But | ſend you now to deſire their Abſence ; 
ſay I have ſomething extraordiuary fallen out, which 
calls me Abroad contrary to Expcttation, and aſk thein 
Fa don; and, d'ye hear, fend the Builzr to me, 

Serv. Yes, Sir. [ Exits 

Enter Butler 

Sir Jeal. If this Paper has a Meaning, I'll find it. Lay 
the Cloth in my Daughter's Chamber, and bid the Cook. 
ſend Supper thither preſently. 

Butl Yes, Sir.-. Hey-day, what's the Matter now? ¶ Fxie. 
Sir Zeal te wants the E yes of Argus, that bas a youn 
handſome Daughter in this Ton; but my Comfort is, f 
ſhall not be troubled long with her. He that pretends. 
to rule a Girl once in ker Teens, had better be at Sea in 
a Storm, and would be in leſs Danger; : 

Fer let kim do or counſel all he can, 
She thinks and dreams of nothing eſe but Man, Exit. 
SCENE lfabinda's Chamber. 
Iſabinda and Patch. 
Jab. Are you ſure nobody ſaw you ſpeak to Whiſper ?. 
atch. Tes, very ſure, Madam: But | heard Sir jealous 
coming down Stairs, fo clapt his Letter into my Pocket. 
[ Feels far the Letter, 


Patch. 


La. A Letter, give it me quickly. 
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you ſo much alarm'd ? If the worſt happens, n body can 


Patch. Bleſs me! what's become on -' m ſure I put 
( Searching fill, 


1 | 
1/ab. Is it poſſible, thou could ſt be ſo carelets ?—Oh ! 


I'm undone for ever if it be loſt. 
Patch. I muſt have diopt it upon the Stairs. but why are 


read it, Madam, nor find out whom it was deſiꝑn d tor. 

Jab. If it falls into my Father's Hands, the very Fi- 
gure of a Letter will produce ill Conſequences. Run 
and look for it upon the Stairs this Moment. 

Patch Nay, I'm ſure it can be no where elſc— 
LA. be is going out of the Door, meets the Butler] How now, 
what do you want ? 

Buil, My Maſter ordered me to lay the Cloth here for 
his Supper. 

1/ab Ruin d, paſt Redemption [ Hide 

Patch. You miſtake, ſure ; what ſhall we do? 

Jab. I thought he expected Company To-night—Oh l. 
poor Charles! Oh ? unfortunate Iſabinda 

Butl. I thought ſo too, Madam, but ] ſuppoſe he has 
alter d his Mind. Lays the Cloth, and Exit. 

Jab. T heLetter is the Cauſe ; this beedleſs Action bas 
undone me: Fly and faiten the Cloſet Window, which will 

ive Charles Notice to rette. Ha, my Father ! Oh Con- 


fron ! 
" Þnter Sir Jealous. 
Sir Zeal. Hold, bold. Patch, whither are you going? 


| I'll have no body ſtir out of the Room till after Supper. 


Patch. Sir, I was going to reach your eaſy Chair.—. 
Ch, wretched Accident | 

dir Zeal. III have no body flir out of the Room. I 
don't want my eaſy Chair. 
Jab. What will. be the Event of this? Ajide. 
Sir Zeal. Hark ye, Daughter; do you know this Hand? 
Jab. As I ſuſpetted—Hand do you call it, Sir! "Tis 
ſome School-boy's Scraul. 

Pat;h. Oh Invention! Thou Chamber-maid's beft- 
Friend. aſſiſt me. 

Sir Jeal. Are you-ſure you don't underſtand it, 

Patch. Feels in Ir Beſom, and Sales ber Coats. 

Jab. Do you underſtand it, Sir ? 

Sir Jeal | wiſh 1 did. 

Lab. Thank Heaven you do not. [ Afale ] Then I 
400w no more of it than you do, indeed, Sir, 


Patch, 


Patch. Oh Lord! O Lord! what have you done, Sir ?* 

Why the Paper is mine, 1 dropt it out of my Boſom. 

[ Snatching it from bim. 
Sir Feal. Ha! your's, Miſtreſs. 

Jab. What does ſhe mean by owning it? Laar. 
Patch. Yes, Sir, it is. | 
Patch. Yes, Sir, it is a Charm for the Tooth-ach—I ' 

have worn it theſe ſeven Years ; twas given me by an 

Angel for aught I know, when I was raving with the Pain; 

for no body knew from: whence he came, nor whither 

he went : He charg'd me never to open it, leſt ſome dire - 

Vengeance befal me, and Heaven knows what will be the 

Event. Oh ! cruel Misfortune, that I ſhould drop it, and 

you ſhould open it—lf you had not open d i. 

Jab. Excellent Wench | [ Afide. 
Sir Jeal.' Pox of your Charms and Whims for me; if 
chat be all, tis well enough ; there, there, burn it, and 

1] warcant you no Vengeance will foliow. 

Patch. So, all's right again thus far. [ 4fede. 
Jab. I would not loſe Patch for the World —1'll take 

Courage a little. [ {fide } Is this Uſage for your Daughter, 

Sir * Muſt my Virtue and Conduct be ſuſpected for every 

Trifle ? You immure me like ſome dire Offender here, and 

deny me all the Recreations which my Sex enjoy, and 

the Cuſtom of the Country and Modeſty allow; yet not 
content with that, you make my Confinement more in-. 
tolerable by your Miſtruſt and jealouũes ; wou d were 
dead, ſo I were free from this. 

Sir Feal. To- morrow rids you of this tireſome Load— - 

Don Diego Babinetto will be here, and then my Care 

ends, and his begins. | 
Jab. Is he come, then? Oh how ſhall I-avoid this 

hated Marriage 1 : LA. 
Enter Servants with Supper . 
Sir Jeal. Come, will you fit down? 
Jab. 1 can't eat, Sir 
Patch. No, I dare ſwear he has given her Sopper 
enough. I wiſh] couid get into the Cloſet,,— [ Ade. 
Sir Jeal. Well, if you can't eat, then give me a Song 


whilſt I do. | 
Jab. 1 have ſuch 2 Cold I can ſcarce ſpeak, Sir, much 
lefs fing. How ſhall I prevent Charles coming in? [ Aſide. 
Sir Feal. I hope you have the Uſe of your * 
am 
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Madam. Play a Tune upon your Spinnet, whilſt your - 
Woman ſings me a Son | 
Patch. I'm as much out of Tune as my Lady, if he 
knew all. [ Aide. 
Lab. I ſhall make excellent Mufic. [Sits down to play. 
Patch. Really, Sir, I am ſo frighted about your open» 
ing this Charm, that | can't remember one ſong. 
Sir Jeul. Piſh, hang your Charm; come, come, ſing 
any thing. 
Patch. Yes, I'm like to ſing, truly. 2 Humph, 
humph ; bleſs me, I cannot raiſe my Voice, my Heart 
pants ſo. 
Sir Feal. Why, what do2s your Heart pant fo that you 
can't play neither! Pray what Key are you in, ha? 
Patch. Ah, wou'd the Kry was turn'd on you once. 


| [Aſide 

Sir Zeal. Why don't you fing, I ſay ? 

Paich, When Madam has put her Spinnet in Tune, 
Sir Humph ; humph —— — 

Lab. I cannot play, Sir, whatever ails me {[Paifing. 

Sir Jecal. Z2unds, fit down, and play we 2 I une, or 
1'}! break the Spinnet about your Ears. 

Jab. What will become of me ? [Sir 45wn and plays. 

Sir 7eal, Come, Miſtreſs. (Ts . 

Fatch Yes, Sir. (Se but Forridly out of Tame. 

dir Je. Hey, hey, why you are a-top of the Houſe, 
and you are down in the Cellar. What is the Meaning 
of this ? ls it on purpoſe to croſs me, ha r 

Patch, Pray, Madam. take it a little lower, I cannot 
reach that Note —— Nor any Note | fear. 

Jab. Well, begin—Oh! Patch, we ſhall be diſcover d. 

Patch. I fink with the Apprehenfion, Madam —Humph 
humph—{Sings.) (Charles pulls open the Cloſet Door, 

Che. Muſic and Singing, 

'Tis thus the bright celeſti al Court above 
Þ eguiles the Hours with Muſic and with Love. 

Death ! her Father there rhe Nees Ariel. then | mun 
f — Exit inte the Clojet.) (Sir Jealous rifes up Bani, 
feeing Charles flip back into the Chet, 

Sir Zeal. Hell and Furies a Man in the Cloſet! —— 

Patch. Ah! a Ghoſt, a Ghoſt be muſt rot enter 
the Cloſet (Iſabinca throws bene, down Lefore the 
Clojet Dior, as in a Sten. Ws 


. 


Sir Jea/. The Devel! I'll make a Ghoſt of him, Ir 
rant you. \Strives to get by, 
Patch. Oh, hold, Sir, have a Care, you'll tread upon 
my Lady— Who waits there ? Bring ſome Water Oh” 
this comes of your opening the Charm: Oh, oh. oh, oh 
| (Weeps aloud. 
Sir Jeal. I'll charm you, Houſewife, here lies the 
Charm that conjur'd this Fellow in, I'm ſure ont; come 
out, you Raſcal, doſo : Zounds take her from the Door, or 
I'll ſpurn her from it, and brake your Neck down Stairs. 
Jab. Oh, oh! where am 1—He's gone, I heard him 
leap down. (Aide to Patch. 
Patch. Nay, then let him enter here, here, Madam, 
ſmell to this ; come give me your Hand ; come nearer 
to the Window, the Air will do yon good. | 
Sir Jeal. | wou'd ſhe were in her Grave. Where are 
you, Sirrah ? Villian, Robber of my Honour f I'll pull 
you out of of your Neſt. (Goes into the Cliſet. 
2 You'll be miſtaken, old Gentleman, the Bird 
own. 
Ja. Tm glad I have 'feap'd fo well. I was almoſt 
dead in Earneſt with the Fright. | 
Re enter Sir Jealoos out of the Cloſet. 
Sir Neal. Whoever the Dog where, he has eſcap'd out of 
the Window, for the Saſh is up. But tho' he is got out of 
my Reach, you are not; And firſt, Mrs. Pandar, with 
your Charms for the Tooth-ach. get out of my Houle, 
go, troop ; yet hold, ſtay, I'll ſee you out of my Doors 
myſels, WT ſecure your eber | 
Jab. What do you mean, Sir! Was ſhe not a Creature 


of your own g? 
1 was of the Devil's providing, for aught 
o 


Patch, What have I done, Sir, to merit your Diſpleaſure? 

Sir Zeal. I don't know which of you have done it; but 
you ſhall. both ſuffer for it, till I can diſcover whoſe Guilt 
it is: Go, get in there, I'll move you from this Side of the 
Houſe ( Iſabinda-in at. ihe Door, andlocks it ; puts the 
Key in hi; Pocket.) I Il keep the Key myſelf ; I'll try what 
Ghoſt will get into that Room. And now forſooth, I'll 
wait on you down Stairs. 

Paich. Ak, my poor Lady—Down Stairs Sir? but I: 
wou't go out, Sir, till I have look'd up my Cloaths. 


Sir 


Sir Neal. If thou wer't as naked as thou wert born, thou 
ſhou dſt not ſtay to put on a Smock. Come along, I ſay; 
when your Miſtreſs is marry'd. you ſhall have your Rags, 
and every thing that belongs to you; but till then 

Exit, pu/ling her out. 

Patch, Oh! barbarous Uſage, for nothing 

Re enter at the leer End. 

Sir Fea! There, go, and come no more within Sight 
of my Habitation, theie three Days, I ch you. 

Patch. Did ever any Body ſee ſuch an old Monſter ? 

Enter Charles. 

Patch, Oh | Mr. Charles, your Affairs and mine are in 
an ill Poſture. . | | 

Cha. 1 am enur'd to the Frowns of Fortune : But-what 
has befall'a thee ? 

Patch. Sir Jealons, whoſe ſuſpicious Nature's always on 
the Watch; nay, even while one Eye ſleeps, the other keeps 
Centinel ; upon fight of you, flew into ſuch a vilolent Paſ- 
fon, that I cou'd find no Stratagem to appeaſe him; but 
in ſpite of all Arguments, lock'd his Daughter into his 
own Apartment, and turn'd me out of Doors. 

Cha. Ha ! Oh. Iſabinda ! 

Patch. And ſwears ſhe ſhall neither ſee Sun nor Meon, 
till ſhe is Don Diego Babinetto's Wife, who arrived laſt 
Night, and is expected with Impatience. 

ba. He dies; yes, by all the Wrongs of Love he 
ſhall ; here will | plant myſelf, and through my Breaſt 
he ſhall make his Paſſage, if he encers. 

Patch. A moſt heroic Reſolution ! There might be 
Ways found out more to your Advantage. Policy is 
often preferr'd to open Force. 

Cha. I apprehend you not. 

Patch. What think you of perſonating this Spaniard, 
impoking upon the Father, and marrying your Miſtreſs 
by his own Conſent? 

Cha. Say'ft thou ſo, my Angel! Oh cou'd that be 

, my Life to come wou'd be too ſhort to recom- 
penſe thee : But how can I do that, when I neither know 
what ſhip he came in, nor from what Part of Spain; 
who recommends him, or how attended ? 

Petch. | can ſolve all this, He is from Madrid, his 
Father's Name Don Pedro Queſto Portento Babinetto. 
Here's a Letter of his to Sir Jealous, which he dropt one 
Day 


” . 
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Day ! You underſtand Spaniſh, and the Hand may te 
counterfeited, You conceive me, Sir? 

Cha. My better Genius, thou haſt reviv'd my droop. 
ing Soul: I' about it iaſtantiy. Come to my Lodgings, 


and we'll concert Matters. (Exennt. 
SCENE @ Garden-Gate open, Scentwell, waiting 
| within. 
Enter Sir George „ iry. 


Sir Geo, So this is the Gate, and moſt invitingly open: 
If there ſhould be a Blunderbuſs here now, what a 

dreadful Ditty would my Fall make for Fools! and 
| what a Jeſt for the Wits ! How my Name would be 
roar d about Streets ! Well, III venture all. 

Scentau. Hiſt, hit! Sir George guy — (Enters. 

Sir Ges. A Female Voice! thus far I'm ſafe, my Dear. 

Senta No, I'm not your Dear, but I ll conduct you 
to ber ; give me your Hand; you muſt go thro' many 
a daik Paſſage and dirty flep betore you arrive 

Sir Geo. | know I muſt before | arrive at Paradiſe; 
therefore be quick my charming Guide. 

Scent. For avght you know; come, come, your 
Hand, ard away. 

Sir (% Here, here Child, you can't be half fo ſwift 
as my Defices. (Exeunt. 


SCENE the Hauſe. 


Enter Miranda. 


Miran. Well, let me reaſon a little with my mad 
ſe l. Now don't | tranſgreſs all Rules, to ventore upon 
a Man without the Advice of the Greve and Wiſe ? But 
then a rigid knaviſh Guardian, who would have mar- 
ryd ne! io whom ? Even to his navſeous {:1f, or no- 
body. Su George is what | have try'd in Converſation, in- 
quir d iato his Character, and am fati:fied in both. ben 
his Love ! Who would have given a hondred Pounds 
only to have ſeen a Woman he had not infinitely lov d 
do | find my hiking him bas furniſh'd me with Argu- 
ments enough of his Side ; and now the only Doubt re- 
mains, u bether he will come or no. | 
Enter Scentweil. 
Scentw. That's refolv'd, Madam, for here's the Knight. 
(Exit Scentwell. 
Sir 
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$ir Geo And do | once more behold that lovely Ob- 
jet, whoſe Idea fills my Mind, and forms my pleaſing 
Dreams 

Miran. What! beginning again in Heroics —— Sir 
George, don t you remember how little Fruit your lait 

odigal Oraticn produc'd ? not one bare fingle Word 
in Anſwer. 

Sir Geo Ha! the Voice of my In:ognita |! ——Why 
did you take ten thouſand Ways to captivate a Heart 
your Eyes alone had vanquiſhd ? 

Miran. Prithee, no more of theſe Flights; For our 
Time's but ſhort, and we muſt fall into Buſineſs: Do 
you think we can agree on that ſame terrible Bugbear, 
Matrimony, without heartily repentirg on both Sides? 

Sir Geo. It has been my Wiſh fince firit my longing 
Eyes beheld you. 

Miran. And your happy Ears drank in the pleaſing 
News, I had thirty thouſand Pounds, 

Sir Geo Unkind ! Did | not offer you in thoſe pur. 
chas'd Minutes to run the Riſk of your Fortune, ſo you 
wou'd but ſecure taat lovely Perſon to my Arms? 

M.ran. Well, it you have ſuch Love and Tendernefs, 
{fince our Wooing has been ſhort) pray reſerve it tor our 
future Days, to let the World ſce we are Lovers after 
Wedlock ; 'twill be a Noveity --—— | 

Sir Geo. Haſte, then, and let us tie the Knot, and prove 
the envy'd Pair— 

Miran, Hold! not fo falt ! I have previded better than 
to venture on dangerous Experiments headlong— My 
Gaardian truſ ing to my diſſembling Love, has given up 
my Fo tune to my own Diſpoſal ; but w.th this Proviſo, 

that he To-morrow Morning weds me. He is now gone 
to Doftor's-Commons for y 


Sir Geo. Ha ' a Licence! . 

Miran But I have planted E miſſaries that Infal!:bly 
take him do-vn to Epſom, under Pretence that a Eruther 
Uſurer of his is to make him his Executor; the thing 
on Farth he covets 

Sir Geo. "Tis his known Character. 

Miran. Now my Inficuments confirm him this Man s 
dying, and he ſends me Word he goes this Minute; it 
mult be To-morrow cer he can be undeceivd. That 
Time is ours, : 

E | S. 
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Sir Geo. Let us improve it, then, and ſettle on our 
coming Years endleſs, endleſs Happinets. 

Miran | dare not tir till | hear he's on the Road 
then |, and my Writings, the melt material Pofur, are 
ſoon remov d. 

Sir Geo. I have one Favour to aſk, if it lies in your 

Power, you wov'd be a Friend to poor Charles,. tho' the 
Son of this tenacious Man: Heis as free f:om all his 
Vices as Nature and a good Education can make him ; 
and what now I have Vanity enough to hope will induce 
you, he is the Man on Earth | love, 
Miran. | never was his Enemy, and only put it on as 
it help'd my Deſigns on his Father. If his Uncle's 
Eſtate ought to be in his Poſſeſſion, which I ſhrewdly 
ſuſpe&. I may do him a fingular Piece of Service. 

dir Geo. You are all Goodneſs. 

Enter Scentwell. 

Scertww. Oh, Madam. my Maſter and Mr. Marplot are 
juſt coming into the Houſe. | 

Miran. Undcne, undone ; if he finds you here in this 
Criſis, all my Plots are unravell d. 

Sir (eo. What ſhall I do? can't I get back into the 
Garden! 

Sceatww. Oh, no ! he comes up thoſe Stairs 

Man. Here, here, here! can you condeſcend to 
fland behind this Chimney Board, Sir Georee ? 

Sir Geo Any where, any where, d-ar Madam, with - 
out Ceremony 

Scentau. Come, come, Sir; lie cloſe ——- 

(They put him behind the Chimney Peard. 
Enter Sir Francis and _— Sir Francis p eling an 


e. 

Sir Fran. | cou d not =». Gogh "tis upon Life and 
Death, without taking Leave of dear Chargee. Beſides, 
this Fellow buzz'd into my Ears, that thou might'ſt be 
ſo deſperate to ſhoot that wild Rake which hunts the 
— ; and that would bring us into Trouble 

car 

Miran. So Marplot brought you back, then; I am oblig'd 
to him for that, I'm ſure. {( Frowning at Marplot aftde. 

Marpl. By her Looks ſhe means ſhe's not obliged to 
me. | have done ſome Miſchief now; but what, I can't 
imagine. 


Sir Fran, Well, Chargee, I have had three Mefengers 
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to come to Epſom to my Neighbour Squeezum's, who, 
for all his vaſt Riches, is departing. (Sighs. 

Marpl Ay, ſee what all you Uſurers muſt come to 

Sir Fran. Veace, you young Knave ! Soine torty Years 
hence | Gay think on't—2vut, Chargee, Il be with thee 
To mor o, before thoſe pretty Eyes are open; I will, 
} wili, Cnarges, Ill rouſe you, i'faith —Here, Mrs. 
Sew, lit up your Lady's Chimney Board, that 
I mv chrow my Peel in and not litter her Chamber. 

M.ran. On my Stars! what will become of us now ? 

6---..v, Oh. pray, Sir, give it me ; I love it above all 
Things iu Nature; igdeed | do = 

Ser Fran. No, no, Huſly . yo» «...2 the Green-Pip already, 
Ill have no 4pathecary's Bilis. (e, I £5 the Chimmey, 

Miran Hold. hoid, hold, dear Gade, Ire a. 2. 4, 
a, a, Monkey, ſhut up there: and if you open it e 
the Nian conzs that is to taae it, tis ſo wild tw T 
break all wy China, or get ax ay, and taat woul:! breze 
my kleurt; for I'm fond on't to Diſtraction, next this, 
dear Gardes. J. a flatt:ring Tone 

Sir Fran, Well, well, Chargee, I won't open it; ſhe 
' ſhall have her Monkey, poor Rogue; here, throw this 
Peel out of the Window. [Exit Scentwell. 

Marpl. A Monkey, dear Madam, let me ſee it; ! 
can tame a Money as weil as the beſt of them all. O.! 
how I love the I.ttle Miziacures of Man! | 

Miran. Be quict, Miſchief, and Rand farther from the 
Chimney You ſhall nct ſee my Monkey- why 
ſure — (Strivu. ng with bim. 

Marpl. For Heav'n's fake dear Madam, let me but 

p, to ſee if it be as preity as my Lady Fiddle Faddle's 
as it got a Chain ? 

Miran. Not yet; but | deſiga it one ſhall laſt its Life- 
time: Nay, you ſhall not ſee it Look, Gardee, 
how he teazes me ! 

Sir Fran. (getting between him and the Chimney.) Sir- 
rah, Sirrah, let my Chargee's Monkey alone. or Bambon 
ſhall fly about your Ears. What! is there no dam g 
with you ? 

Nagl. Pugh, pox of the Monkey! here's a Rout * 
I wiſh he may rival you. | 
Enter a Servant. 

Serv. Sir, they have put two more Horſes inthe Coach, 

as you order d, and tis ready at the Door. * 
E 2 i 
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Sir Fran. Well, I am going to be Executor: better 
for thee. Jewel B ye Chargee, one Buſs ! ——!'m glad 
thon haſt got a Monkey to divert thee a lictle. 

Miran. Thank'e dear Gardre———— Nay, 111 ſee you 
to the Coach. 

Sir Fran | hat's kind, adod. 

Al:ran. Come along. Impertinence. (To Marplot, 

Mary. (Stepping back ) Egad, will ſee the Monkey 
now. iLifts up the Heard, aud d ſcovers Sir George.) Oh 
Lord, OFoid! Thieves ! Thieves! Murder 
Sir Geo. Dam'ye, you uniucky Dog ! "tis I; hich 
way ſhall | yet out? ſhew me infta-'7, or 11] cut your 
'T hroat. | 

N-. Ur dc undone ! At that Door there But 
hold, hold, break that Chica, and I'll bring you off. 

ie runs off at the Corner, ana threws down eme China, 
Ke enter Sir Francis, Miranda, and Scentwell. 

Sir, Fran. Mercy on me | Whats the Matter? 

Aliran, Oh you Toad ! what bave you done? 

Ml. No great Harm ; | beg of you to forgive me. 
]I..-mging to ſce the Morkey, I did but juſt raiſe up the 
Foard, and it flew over my ſhoulders, ſerateh d all my 
Jace, broke yon China, and whiſk'd out of the Window. 

Sir Fren Was ever ſuch an unlucky Rogue! Sirrah, 
} forbid you my Houſe Call the Servants to get the 
Monkey again; 1 wou'd lay my ſelf to look it, but that 
you know my earneit Buſineſs. 

S.entw Oh my lady will be the beſt to Jure it back; 
all them Creatures love wy Lady extremely. 

Miran Go, go, dear Gardee, | hope I ſhall recover it, 

Sir Fras 3'ye. bye, Dearee. Ah, Miſchief, how 
yeu look now ! Þ'ye, b'ye. (Exit, 

Mas Scentwell, ſes him in the Coach, and bring 
me Word. 

Scentw. Yes, Madam 

Miran. So. Sir, you have done your Friend a ſignal 
Piece of Service, | ſuppoſe. 

Marsl Why look you, Madam, if I have committed 
a Fault thank vourſelf: no Man is more ſerviceable 
when 1 am let into a Secret, nor none more unlucky at 
fnding it out. Who cou d divine your Meaning; when 
you talk d of a Blunderbuſs, who thought of a Rendez- 
vous; and when you talk'd of a Monkey, who the Devil 
Creaint or Sir George? 


Miran. 
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Miran. A Sign you converſe but little with our Sex, 
when you can t reconcile Contradicuons. 


Enter Scentwell. . 


Scentw He's gone, Madam, as faſt as the Coach and 
Six can carry him— 


Enter Sir George. 
Sir Ces. Then l may appear. 
Marpl. Dear Sir George, make my peace ! On my 
Soul, I did not think of you. 
Sir Ges. I dare ſwear thou didſt not. Madam, I beg 
you to forgive him. 5 
Miran. Well, Sir George, if he can be ſecret. | 
Marpl. Ods Heart, Madam, l'm as ſecret as a Prieſt 
when I'm trufted. 
Sir Geo, Why tis with a Prieſt our Buſineſs is at preſent. 
Scentau Madam, here's Mrs. Iſabindas Woman to 
wait on you. 
Miran. Bring her up, 
Enter Patch. 


How do ye, Mrs. Patch ? What News from your Lady ? 
Patch. That's for you private Ear, Madam. Sir George, 

there s a Friend of yours has an urgent Occaſion for your 

Aſſiſtance. | 

Sir Geo. His Name. 

Patch. Charles. 

Marz! Ha! then there's ſomething a foot that I know 
nothing of. I'll wait on you, Sir George. 

Sir Ges. A third Perſon may not be proper, perhaps ; 
as ſoon as I have diſpatched my own Affairs, | am at 
his Service. I'll ſend my Servant to tell him l' wait 
upon him in Half an Hour 

Miran. How came you employ'd in this Meſſage, 
Mrs Patch. 

Patch Want of Buſineſs, Madam; I am diſchai;cd 
by my Maſter, but hope to ſerve my | a&y ſtill. 

Miran. How ! diſcharg'd ! you mud tell me the whole 
Story within. 

Patch With all my Heart. Madam. 

Marpl. Piſh! Pox, | wiſh | were fairly out of the Houſe. 
I find Marriage is the End of this Secret: Ane now | am 
half mad to know what Cha- les wants him for. (ae. 
E 3 | Sir 
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Sir Ges. Madam, I'm doubly preſs'd by Love and 
Friendſhip: This Exigence ailmits of no Delay. Shall 
we make Marplot of the Party ? 


Mas. If youll run the Hazard, Sir George; I believe 
he means well. 

Marp!. Nay, nay, for my Part I defire to be let 
into nothing z I'll be gone, therefore pray don't miſ- 
tru't me. (Going, 

Sir Ge» So, nw he has a Mind to be gone to Charles: 
But not knowing what Affairs he may have upon his 
Hanis at preſent, I'm reſ;lv'd he ſhan't flir. No, Mr. 
Marplot, you muſt not leave us, we want a third Perſon. 

(Takes hold of him. 

Marl. T never had more Mind to be gone in my Life. 

Mrs Conne along then; if we fail in the Voyage, 
— youſelf for king this ill ſtarr'd Gentleman on 
ard. 

Sir Geo. That Veſſel ac er can wnſucceſiful prove, 

Whoſe Freight is Beauty, ani whoſe Pilati Love. 


The End of the Fourrtu Acr. 
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Enter Miranda, Patch, and Scentwell. 


Miran. E LL, Patch, I have done a ſtrange bold 
W thing ; my Fate is determin' d, and Ex- 
ation is no more. Now to avoid the Impertinence 
and Roguery of an old Man, I have thrown myſelf into 
the Extravagance of a young one; if he ſhould deſpiſe. 
ſlight, or uſe me ill, there's no remedy from a Huſband 
bot the Grave; and that's a terrible Sanctuary to one 
of my Age and Conlitation. 

Patch. O! fear not, Madam, you'll find your Account 
in Sir George Airy ; it is impoſſible a Man of Senſe ſhould 
uſe a Woman ill, endued with Beauty, Wit, and For- 
tune. It muſt be a Lady's Fault if ſhe does not wear 
the unfaſhionable Name of Wife eaſy, when nothing 
but Complaiſance and good Humour is requiſite on 
either Side to make them happy. 

Miran. I long till I am out ef this Houſe, left 
Accident ſhould bring my Guardian back. Scentwell, 
put my beſt Jewels into the little Caſket, flip them into 
thy Pocket, and let us march off to Sir Jealous's. 

Scentw. It ſhall be done, Madam. [Exit Scentwell. 

Patch. Sir George will be impatient, Madam; if their 
Plot ſucceeds, we ſhall be well received ; if not, he will 
be able to protect us. Beſides I long to know how my 
young Lady fares. 

Miran. Farewel, old Mammon, and thy deteſted Walls; 
*twill be no more, ſweet Sir Francis. 1 ſhall be compell d 
to the odious taſk of Diſſembling no longer to get my 
own, and coax him with the wheedling Names of my 
Precious, my Dear, dear Gardee. O Tr 


Enter Sir Francis behind. 
Sir Fran Ah! my ſweet Chargee, don't be frighted. 
[She farts] But thy poor Gardee has been abus d, cheat. 


ed, fool'd, betray d. But no body knows by whom. 
Miran. 
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Miran. Undone ! paſt Redemption. [Ala 

Sir Fran. What! won't you ſpeak to me, Chargee ? 

Mirax. I am fo ſurpriz'd with Joy to ſee you, | boom 
not what to fay. | 

Sir Fran. Poor dear Girl! But do you know that my 
$on, or ſome ſuch Rogue, to rob or muider me, or both, 
contriv'd this Journey? For upon the Road I met my 
Neighbour Squeezum well, aud coming to Town. 

Miran. Goodlack ! good lack ! what Tricks are there 
in this World ! 


Exter Scentwell, with a Diamond Necklace in ber Hand, 
not ſeeing Sir Francis 


Scene. Madam, be pleas'd to tie this Necklace on, 
for | can't get into the [ Seeing Sir Francis. 
Miran The Wench is a Fool, I think ! Could you 
not have carried it to be mended, without putting it in 
the Rox ? 

Sir Fran. What's the Matter ? 

Miran Only Dearee, I bid her, I bid her Your 
in Ulſaze has put every thing out of my Head. But 
won't you yo, Gardee, ard find out theſe Fellows, and 
have them puniſhed ? and, and 

Sir F, an & here ſhould | look then, Child? No, III 
fit me down contented with my Safety, not ſtir out of my 
own Doors till | go with thee to a Parſon. 

Miran. Ade. If he goes into his Cloſet, I am 
ruin'd Oh! bleſs me, in this Fright, I had forgot 
Mrs, Patch. 

Patch. Ay, Madam, and I ſtay for your ſpeedy An- 
ſwer. | 

iran. ( Afide.\ | muſt get him out of the Houſe, 
Now aſſiſt me tortune, 

Sir Fran Mrs. Patch | I profeſs I did not ſee you: 
How doit thou do, Mrs. Patch? Well, don't you re- 
pent leaving my Chargee ? 

Patch. Yes, every body muſt love her—— but I come 
Now Madam. what did I come for ? My Inven- 
tion 4: at the laſt Ebb [ 4fride to Miranda. 

Sir Fran. Nay, never whiſper, tell me. 

Miran. She came, dear Gardee, to invite me to her 
Lady's, Wedding, and you ſhall go with me Gardee ; tis 

to- 
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to be done this Moment, to a Spaniſh Merchant. Old 
Sir Jealous keeps on his Humour; the firſt Minute he ſees 
her, the next he marries ber. 

Sir Fran. Ha, ha, ha! I'd go if I thought the Sight of 
Matrimony wou'd tempt Chargee to perform her pro- 
riſe: There was a Smile. there was a conſenting Look 
with thoſe pretty Twinklers, worth a Million Ods- 
precious, I am happier than the great Mogul, the Em- 

eror of China, or all the Potentates that are not in 
Wars. Speak, confirm it, make me leap out of my 
Skin. 

Miran. When one has reſolv'd, 'tis in vain to ſtand, 
ſhall I, hall I; if ever | marry, poſitively this is my 
Wed ding-day. 

Sir Fran. Oh! happy, happs Man——Verily I 
will a Son the firſt Night ſhall difinherit that 
Dog, Charles, I have Eſtate enough to purchaſe a Ba- 
_ and be the immoitalizing the whole Family of the 

ripes. 

Miran. Come then, Gardee, give me thy Hand, let's 
to this Houſe of Hymen. 

Choice is ft, let good or ill betide 1 
Sir Fran, The joyful Bridegreom J, 
Miran. Ana I the happy Bride. (Exeunt, 


Enter Sir Jzalous, meeting à Se: want. 


Serv. Sir, here's a Couple of Gentlemen enquire for 
you; one of them calls himſelf Signior Diego Babinetto. 
Sir Feal Ha ! Signior Rabinetto ! Admit em inſtants 
ly — — Joyful Minute; I'll have my Daughter marry'd 
o- night. 


Eater Charles in a Spaniſh Habit, with Sir George dreff 
like a Merchant. 
Sir Jeal. Senhor, beſo las manos wieflira merced es may 


bien wenido en efla tierra. 

Cha. Serhor, ſoy muy bumilie, Z muy obligado Cryade 
de vera merced ; Mi Padre embia @ vera mer ced, los 
mas fprofondos de ſus reſjetos; y a Commiſhonado ee Mer- 
cadel Ingleſi, de concluyr un negocio, que me haze el mas 
dic bſe hambre del mundo, haziendo me ju yerno. 

Sir 
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Sir Zeal. I am glad on't, for I find I have loſt much 
of my Spaniſh. Sir, I am your moſt humble Servant. 
Signior Don Diego Babinctto has informed me that you 
are commiſſion'd by Signior Don Fedro, &c. his wortny 
Father 

Sir Geo. To ſee an Affair of Marriage conſummated 
between a Daughter of yours and Signior Diego Babi- 
netto his don here. True, Sir, ſuch a Truſt is repos'd 
in me, as that Letter will inform you. I hope 'twill 


Paſs upon him. (Afide. (Gives im a Letter 
Sir Teal. Ay, "tis his Hand. (Seems is read, 
Sir Geo, Good—you have counterfeited to a Nicety, 

Charles. Ali. ae to Charles. 


Cha If the whole Plot ſucceeds as well, Im happy 

Sir Feal. Sir, I find by this, that you are a Man of 
— * and Probity ; I think, Sir, he calls you Mean- 
well. 

Sir Geo. Meanwell is my Name, Sir. 

Sir Jeal. A very good Name, and very ſignificant. 

Cha. Yes, Faith, if he knew all. [ Hide. 

Sir Jeal. For to mean well is to be honeſt, and to be 
honeſt is the Virtue of a Friend, and a Friend is the 
Delight and Support of Fiuman Society. | 

Sir Geo. You thall find that 1'N diſcharge the Part of 
a Friend in what I have undertaken. Sir Jealous. 

Cha. But little does he think to whom. [ 4/ide, 

Sir Geo. Therefore, Sir, I muſt intreat the Preſence 
of your fair Daughter, aud the Afiiſlaace of your 
Chaplain ; for Signior Don Pedro ſtrictly enjoin'd me to 
ſee the Marriage Rites perſorm'd as ſoon as we ſhuuld 
arrive, to avoid the accidental Overtures of Venus! 

Sir Jeal. Overtures of Venus 

Sir Geo. Ay, Sir; that is, thoſe little hawking Females 
that traverſe the Park and the Play. Houſe, to put off 
their damag'd Ware They faſten upon Foreigners 
like Leeches, and watch their Arrival as carefulſy as 
the Kentiſh Men do a Shipwreck. I warrant you they 
have heard of him already. 

Sir Feal. Nay, I know this Town ſwarms with them. 

Sir Ges. Ay, and then you know the Spaniards are na- 
turally amorous, but very conſtant ; the firit Face fixes em; 
and it may be; very dangerous to let him ramble e er he 


is tied. 
Cha 


* 7 * 


Cha. Well hinted. [ Hfide. 

Sir Fea/. Pat to my Purpoſe—Well, fir, there is but 
one thing more, and they ſhall be married inftantly, 
Cha. Pray Heaven that one thing more W ſpoil 
* Adi. 
Sir Jeal. Don Pedro writ me Word, in his laſt but one, 
that he deſigned the Sum of Five Thouſand Crowns by 
way of Jointure for my Daughter ; and that it ſhould be 
paid into my Hand upon the Day of Marriage. 

Cha. Oh! the Devil. [Ali. 

Sir Jeal. In order to lodge it in ſome of our Funds, in 
caſe ſhe ſhould become a Widow, and return for England. 

Sir Ges. Pox ont this is an unlucky Turn. What ſhall 
I ſay ? [ {foat. 

Sir Zeal. And he does not mention one Word of it in 
this Letter 

Cha. | don't know how he ſhou'd. 

Sir Geo. Humph ! True, Sir Jealous, he told me ſuch 
a Thing, but, but, but, but he he, he, he——he 
did not imagine that you would inſiſt on the very Day; 
for, for, for, for Money, you know, is dangerous return- 
ing by Sca, an, an, an, an — 

Cha. Zounds, ſay we have brought it in Commodities. 

[Hd to Sir George, 

Sir Geo. And ſo, Sir, he has ſent it in Merchandize, 
Tobacco, Sugars Spices, Lemons, and fo forth which ſhall 
be turn'd into Money with all Fxpedition: In the mean 
Time, Sir, if you pleaſe to accept of my Bond for Per- 
ſormance 

Sir Jral. It is enough, Sir, I am fo pleas'd with the 
Countenance of 5ignior Diego, and the Harmony of your 
Name, that l' take your Word, and will fetch my 
Daughter this Moment. Within there! [ Enter Servant] 
defire Mr. Tackum, my Neighbour's Chaplain, to walk 
hither* 

Serv. Yes. Sir. Exit. 

Sir Jeal. Gentlemen, I'll return in an Inſtant. [| Exit, 

Cha Wondrous Well, let me embrace thee. 

Sir Geo. Egad that five thouſand Crowns had like to 
have ruined the Plot 

Cha. But that's over! And if Fortune throws no 
Rubs in our Way—— 


all 


Sir 


comes. 
Enter Sir Jealous, dragging in Iſabinda. 

Sir Zeal. Come along, you flubborn Baggage you, 
come along. 

Jab. Oh, hear me, Sir ' hear me but ſpeak one Word; 
Do not deſtroy my eve:laſting Peace : 

My Soul abhors this Spaniard you have choſe, 
Nor can I wed him without being curſt. 

Sir 7eal/. How's that! 

Jab. Let this poſture move your tender Nature. [ Kneel:. 
For ever will | hang upon theſe Knees, 

Nor looſe my Hands till you cut off my Hold, 
If you refuſc to hear me, Sir. 

Cha. Oh ! that I ccu'd diſcover myſclf to her ! [A. 

Sir Geo Have a Care what you do. You had beter 
traſt to his Obſtinacy. [ 4fede. 

Sir Jeal. Did you ever ſee ſuch a perverſe Slut? Off, 
I fay ; Mr. Meanwell, pray help me a little. 

dir Geo. Riſe, Madam, and do not diſoblige your Fa- 
ther, who ha. provided a Huſband worthy of you, one 
that will love you equal with bis Soul, and one that you 
will love when once you know him. 
lab. Oh ! never, never. 

Could I ſuſpect that Falſe hood in my Heart, 

] would this Moment tear it from my Breaſt, 

And ſlreight preſent him with the treacherous Part. 

Cha. Ch my charming faithful Dear. L Aſide. 
Sir Jeal. Falſehood! Why, who the Devil are you in 
Ic ve with ? Don't provoke me, for by St. Iago I ſhall 
beat you, Houſewife. 

Che Heaven forbid! for I ſhall infallibly diſcover 
mz ſelt if he ſhonld. 

Sir Geo. Have Paticnce, Madam ! and look at him ; 
Why will you prepolſe ſs ycurſelf againit a Man that is 
Maſter of all the Charms you would deſire in a Huſband ? 

Sir Feel. Ay, lock at him, lſabinda ; Senhor pat wind 
adclante. 

Cha. My Heart bleeds to ſee her grieve, whom I ima- 
gin'd would with Joy receive me. Senbora obligue me 
<ullra merced de ſu mans. 

Sir Feal. [ Pulling up her Head.) Hold up your _— 

| 0 


dir Geo. Thou lt carry the Prize —— But hiſt, here he 


hold up your Head, Huſſy, and look at him; Is there 
a properer, handſomer, better fiap'd Fellow in England, 

Jade you? Ha! fee, ſee the obſtinate Baggage ſhuts 
hs Eyes; by St. Iägo, I have a good mind to beat em 
out. | [ Puſhes ber down, 

Jab. Do, then, Sir, kill me, kill me inſtantly. x 
' is much the kinder Action of the two; 

For 'twill be worſe than Death to wed him. 

Sir Geo. Sir Jealous, you are too paſſionate. Give me 
leave, "© try, by gentle Words, to work her to your 
Purpoſe. 

Sir Zeal. I pray do, Mr. Meanwell, I pray do; ſhe'll 
break my Heart [Weeps.)] There is in that, Jewels of 
the Value of Three Thouſand Pounds, which were 
Mother's, and a Paper wherein I have ſettled one 
of my Eſtate upon her now, and the whole when I die; 
but provided ſhe marries this Gentleman; elſe by St. 
ligo I Il turn her out of Doors to beg or ſtarve. Tell 


| her this Mr. Meanwell, pray do. [Falk off. 


Sir Geo. Ha! this is beyond Expectation — Truſt to 
me, Sir, I'll lay the dangerous Conſequence of diſobey- 
ing you at this Juncture before her I warrant you. 

Cha. A ſudden Joy runs thro' my Heart like a propi- 
tious Omen. 

Sir Geo. Come, Madam, do not blindly caſt your Life 
away, juſt in the Moment you would wiſh to ſave it. 

Jab. Pray, ceaſe your Trouble, Sir; I have no Wiſh 


but ſudden Death to free me from this hated Spaniard. 


If you are his Friend, inform him what | ſay; my 
Heart is given to another Youth, whom I love with the 
ſame Strength of Paſſion that 1 hate this Diego; with 
whom if | am forc'd to wed, my own Hand ſhall cut 
the Gordian Knot. 

Sir Geo. Suppoſe this Spaniard, which you ſtrive to 
ſhun, ſhould be the very Man to whom you'd fly ? 

ab. Ha ! 

Sir Geo. Would you not blame your raſh Reſolve, and 
curſe your eyes that would not look on Charles ? 

ib. On Charles ! Oh, you have inſpir'd new Life, 
and collected every wandering Senſe. Where is he ? Oh! 
let me fly into his Arms. IX.. 


F | Sir 


Sir Geo. Hold, hald, hold. Sdeath, Madam, you'll! 
ruin all; your Father believes him to be Signior Ba. 
binetto : Compoſe yourſelf a little, pray Madam. 

[ He runs to Sir Jealous, 

Cha. Her Eyes declare ſhe knows me. { 4/ide, 

Sir Geo. She begins to hear Reaſon, Sir ; the Fear of be. 
ing turn d ont of doors has done it. ¶ Runs back to I ſabinda. 

Jab; is he; Oh! my raviſh'd Soul ! 

Sir Geo. Take heed, Madam, you don't betray your. 
felf. Seem with Reluctance to conſent, or yuu are un- 
done; | Runs to Sir Jealous.] ſpeak gently to her, Sir; 
I'm ſure ſhe'll yie!d ; I ſee it in her Face. 

Sir Feal. Well, Iſabinda, can you refuſe to bleſs a Fa. 
ther, whoſe only Care is to make you happy, as Mr. 
Meanwell has inform'd you ? Come, wipe thy Eyes; 
nay, prithee do, or thou wilt break thy Father's Heart: 
See, thou bring'ſt the Tears in mine, to think of thy 
undutiful Carriage to me. (Weeps. 

Jab. Oh ! do not weep, Sir, your Tears are like a 
Poniard to my Soul; do with me what you pleaſe, I 
am all Obedience. . 

Sir Jeal. Ha l then thou art my Child again. 
Sir Geo. "Tis done, and now, Friend, the Day's thy 


own. 
' Cha. The happieſt of my Life, if nothing intervene. 
Sir Jeal And wilt thou love him? 
Jab. I will endeavour it, Sir. 


Enter Servant. 


Serv. Sir, bere is Mr Tackum. 
Sir Feal. Shew him into the Parlour—Serbor tome 
wind ſucipora ; cette Momento junta les Mano: 
(Gives ber to Charles. 
Cha. Oh Tranſport !—Serxher, yo la recibo camo ſe det e 
un Teſoro tan grande. Oh! my Joy, my Life, my Soul. 


(Embrace. 
Jab. My faithful everlaſting Comfort. 
Sir Zeal. Now, Mr. Meanwell, let's to the Parſon, 
Who, by his Art, will join this Pair for Life, 
Male me the happieft Father, her the happieſt Wife. (Exit. 


SCENE 
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80 EN E changes to the Street before Sir Jealous's 


oer. 


Enter Marplot, folus. 


Marpl. I have hunted all over the Town for Charles, 
but can't find him ; and by Whiſper's ſcouting at the 
End of the Street, I ſuſpect he muſt be in the Houſe 
again. I aminform'd, too, that he has borrowed a Spaniſh 

abit out of the Play-Houſe : What can it mean ? 


Enter @ Servant of Sir Jealous's to him out of the 
Hoafe. 
Heark'e, Sir, do you belong to this Houſe ? 


Serv. Yes, Sir. | 

Marpl, Pray can you tell if there be a Gentleman in 
it, in a Spaniſh Habit ? 

Serv. There's a Spaniſh Gentlewan within, that is 
juſt a going to marry my young Lady, Sir. 

Marpl. Are you ſure he is a Spaniſh Gentleman ? 

Serv. I'm ſure he) no Engliſh, that I hear of. 

Maryl. Then that can't be him I want; for tis an 
Engliſh Gentleman, tho' I ſuppoſe he may be dreſi d 
like a Spaniard, that I enquire after. 

Serv. Ha! Who knows but this may be an Impoſtor ? 
I'll inform my Maſter ; for if he ſhould be impos'd up- 
on, he'll beat us all round. (e Pray come in, Sir, 
and ſee if this be the Perſon you enquire for, 


SCENE changes to the Infide of the Houſe, 
; Eater Matplot. 


Marpl. So, this was a good Contrivance : If this be 

Charles, now he will wonder how I found him out. 
Enter Servant and Sir Jealous. 

Sir Zeal. What is your earneſt Buſineſs, Blockhead, 
that you muſt ſpeak with me before the Ceremany's 
paſt ? Ha ! who's this? 

Serv. Why this Gentleman, Sir, wants another Gen- 
tleman in a Spaniſh Habit, he ſays. 

Sir Zeal. In a Spaniſh Habit ! 'tis ſome Friend of Signior 
Don Diego's I warrant. Sir, I ſuppoſe you would Peak 
with Signior Babineto - 

F 2 Marpl. 
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Marjl. Hey day ! what the Devil does he ſay now? 
Sir, I don't underſtand you. 

Sir Zeal. Don't you underſtand Spaniſh, Sir? 

Marpl. Not I indeed, Sir. 

Sir Jeal. I thought you had known Signior Babi. 
netto. 

Marp. Not I, upon my Word, Sir. 

Sir Jeal. What then, you'd ſpeak with his Friend, 
the Engliſh Merchant, Mr. Meanwell. 

Marpl. Neither, Sir not l. 

Sir Jeal. Why, who are you then, Sir? And what do 

want ? (In an angry Tone. 

Marl Nay, nothing at all, not I, Sir. Pox on him! 
I wiſh I were out, he ins to exalt his Voice, I ſhall 
be beaten again. 

Sir Fea]. Nothing at all, Sir! Why, then, what Buſi- 
neſs have you in my Houſe ? ha! 

Serv. You ſaid you wanted a Gentleman in a Spaniſh 
Habit. 

Marpl. Why, ay, but his Name is neither Babinetto, 
nor Meanwell. 

Sir Jeal. What is his Name, then, Sirrah? ha! Now 
T look at you again, I believe you are the Rogue that 
threatened me with Half a Dozen Myrmidons—Speak, 
Sir, who is it you look for? or, or — 

Marpl. A terrible old Dog Why, Sir, only an 
honeſt young Fellow of my Acquaintance — I thought 
that here might be a Ball, and that he might have 
been here in a Maſquerade; tis Charles, Sir Francis 
Gripe's Son, becauſe 1 know he us d to come hither 
ſometimes. | 

Sir Jeal. Did he fo ?—Not that I know of, I'm ſure. 
Pray Heaven that this be Don Diego. —— If ſhould be 
trick'd now — Ha ! my Heart miſgives me plaguily— 
Within there! ſtop the Marriage Run. Sirrah, call 
all my Servants ! I'll be ſati: fied that this is Signior Pedro's 
Son, e'er he bas my Daughter. 

Mer;l. Ha! Sir George! What have I done now? 


Enter Sir George with a drawn Sword letween the Scener. 


Sir Geo, Ha ! Marplot here—Oh the unlucky Dog— 
Sir 


What's the Matter, Sir Jealous ? 
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Sir Jeal. Nay, I don't know the Matter, Mr Mean- 
well. | 
Mel. Upon my Soul Sir George 


[ Going wp ts Sir George. 

Sir Jeal. Nay, then, I'm betray'd, ruin d, ordone : 
Thieves, Traytors, Rogues! (Offers 10 go im ) Stop the 
Marringe, I fay -—— — 

Sir Geo I fay go on, Mr Tackum——Nay, no en- 
tering here, I guard this Paſſage, old Gentleman ; the 
Act and Deed were both your own, and Fll fce em 
ſign'd, or diefor't. 


Enter Servant, 


Sir J-al. A Pox on the Act and Deed !—Fall on, 
knock him down. 

Sir Ges Ay, come on Scoundrels: I'll prick year 
Jackets for you. 

Sir 7eal. Zounds, Sirrah, I'll be reveng'd on you. 

[ Zeats Marplot. 

Sir Geo, Ay, there your Vengeance is due ; Ha, hal 

Marpl. Why; what do you beat me for ? I han't mar- 
ry'd your Daughter. 

Sir Feal Raſcals! why don't you knock him down ? 

Sery. We are afraid ot his Sword, Sir ? if you'll take 
that rom him, we'll knock him down preſently. 


Enter Charles aad Iſabinda. 


Sir Zeal. Seize her, then. 
Cha. Raſcals, retire ; ſhe's my Wife, touch her if you 
dare; I'il make D>»g's-meat of you 


Sir Jeal. Ah! downright Engliſh—Oh, ob, oh, oh ! 


Euter Sir Francis Gripe, Miranda, Patch, Scentwell, 
and Whiſper. 


Sir Fran. Into the Hauſe of Joy we enter without 
knocking :—Ha ! I think tis the Houſe of Sorrow, Sir 
Jealous. 

Sir Zeal. Oh Sir Francis! are you come ? What, was 
this your Contrivance, to abuſe, trick, and chouſe me 
out of my Child 

Sir Fran, My Contrivance ! What do mean? 
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Sir Zeal. No, you don't know your Son there in a 
Span iſh Habit? 

Sir Fran. How my Son in a Spaniſh Habit. Sirrah, 
you'll come to be hang'd ; get out of Sight, ye Dog! 
get out of my Sight. 

Sir Zeal. Get out of your Sight. Sir! Get out with 
your Bags; let's ſce what you'll give him now to main- 
tain my Daughter on. 

Sir Fran. Give him ! he ſhall be never the better for 
a Penny of mine—and you might have look d after your 
Daughter better, Sir Jealous. Trick'd, quotha : Egad, 
I think yoa defign'd to trick me: But look ye, Gentle- 
men, I believe | ſhall trick you both. This Lady is my 
Wife, do you ſee ? And my Eſtate ſhall deſcend only to 
the Heirs of her Body. 

Sir Geo. Lawfully begotten by me—1 ſhall be extreme- 
ly cbliged to you, Sir Francis. 

mir Fran. Ha, ha, ha, ha! poor Sir George! You ſee 
your Project was of no Uſe Does not your Hundred 
Pound ſtick in your Stomach ? Ha, ba, ba! 

Sir Jco. No, faith, dir Francis, this Lady has given me 
a Cordial for that. (Takes ber zy the Hand. 
* Fran. Hold, Sir, you have nothing to ſay to this 
Sir Geo. Nor you nothing to do with my Wife, Sir. 

Sir Fran, Wife, Sir! 

Miran. Ay really, Guardian, tis even ſo. I hope 
you'll forgive my firſt Offence. bf 
Sir Fran. What have you chous'd me cut of my Con- 
ſent, and your Writings then, Miſtreſs, ha 

Miran. Out of nothing but my own, Guardian. 

Sir Jeal. Ha, ha, ha | its ſome Comfort at leaſt to ſee 
you are over reached as well as my ſelf, Will you ſettle 
your Eſtate upon your Son, now ? ; 

Sir Fran. He ſhall ſtarve firſt. 

Miran. That | have taken Care to prevent. There, 
Sir, are the Writings of your Uncle's Eftate, which have 
been your Due theſe three Years. (Gizes Charles Papers. 

Cha. I ſhall ſtudy to deſerve this Favour. 

Sir Fran. What have you robb'd me too, Miſtreſs ! 


Egad I'll make you reſtore em Huſly, I will 
ſs. * 


Sir Fal. Take Care I don't make you pay the Ar- 
rears, Sir. Lis well it's no worſe, fince tis no better. 
Come, young Man, ſeeing thou haſt outwitted me, take 
her, and bleſs you both, 

Cha. I hope, Sir, you'll beſtow your Bleſſing too, tis 
all I'll aſk. ( Knees. 

Sir Fran. Confourd you all! (Exit. 

Marpl. Mercy upon us, how he looks ! 

Sir Geo. Ha, ha, ha ! ne'er mind his Curſes, Charles? 
thou'lt thrive not one Jot the worſe for 'em. Since this 
Gentleman is reconcil'd, we are all made happy. 

Sir Jeal. I always lov'd Precaution, and 8 
to avoid Dangers. But when a thing was ever 
had Philoſorty*to be eaſy. * | von 

Cha. Which is the true Sign of a great Soul; I lov'd 

Daughter, and ſhe me, and you ſhall have no Rea- 
to repent her Choice : 

Jab. You will not blame me, Sir, for loving my own 
Country beſt. 

Marpl. So here's every body happy, I find, but poor 
Peelgarlick. I wonder what Satisfaction I ſhall have, for 
being cuff d, kick d. and beaten in your Service. 

Sir Zeal. I have been a little too farmiliar with you, 
as things are fallen out; but fince there's no Help for't, 
you muſt forgive me. 

Marpl. Eg ad, I think ſo——— but provided that you 
be not ſo familiar for the future. 

Sir Geo. Thou haſt been an unlucky Rogue. 

Marpl. But very honeſt. 

Cha. That |'Il vench for; and freely forgive thee, 

Sir Geo. And I'll do you one Piece of Service more, 
Marplot. I'll take Care that Sir Francis make you Ma- 
ſter of your Eftate. | 

Marpl. That will make me as happy as any of you. 

Patch. Your humble ervant begs Leave to remind 
you, Madam. 

Jab. Sir, 1 hope you'll give me Leave to take Patch 
into Favour ag in 5 

Sir Jeal. Nay, let your Huſband look to that, I have 
done with my Care. 

Cha. Her own Liberty ;ſhall always oblige me. Here's 
no body but honeſt Whiſper and Mrs. Scentwell to be 
provided 


provided for now. It ſhall be leſt to their Choice, to 


marry, or keep their Services 
Wbip. Nay then, III flick to my Maſter. 


Se Coxcomb! and | prefer wy Lady before a 
Footman. 
Sir Foal. Hark, I hear the Muſic, the Fiddlers ſmell 


have 2 Dance? 
Sir Geo. Wich all my Heart; call em in. 
A DANCE. 
Sir Jeal. Now let us in and refreſh ourſelves with a 
chearful Glaſe, in which we'll bury all Arimoſities ; And 


By my Example let all Parents move, 
And never firive to croſs their Childrens Lowe ; 
" But fill ſubmit thar Care to Providence above. 


a Wedding. What fay you, young Fellows, will you 
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